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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ING Henry VI. | 
Humphry Duke of Glouceſter, Uncles to tl; 
Cardinal Beautort, Biſh:p of Wincheſter, King. 


Duke of York, pretending to the Crown. 

Duke cf Buckingham, 

Duke of Somerlet, $ Of the King's Party, 
Die f Suffolk, 

Earl of Salisbury, 
Farl Warwick, 5 6 the York Faction. 
Lord Clifford, of the King's Party. 

Lord Say. 

Lord Scales, Governor of the Tower. 

Sir Humpbry Stafford, 


Toung Stafford, his Brother, 228 
Alexander Iden, a Kentiſh Gentleman. | 
Tung Clifford, Sen to the Lord Clifford. 4 


Edward Plantagenet 3 
Richard Plantagenet. © Sens to the Duke of Vork. 


Vaux. A Sea Captain, and Walter Whitmorc==P:rat-:, | Flour 


Hume and Southwel — 2 Prieſts, Ent 
Bullingbrook, An Aſtrologer. < 
A Spirit attending on Jordan the IV itch, Sali. 
Thomas Horner, an Armorer, | the 

Peter, his Man. Yor 
Mayor cf St. Albans, E. or 
Simpcox, an Impoſtor. the 


Tack Cade, Bevis, Michael, JohnHolland,Dick the But. her, 
Smith the Weaver, and ſeveral Others, —Rebels, 
Margaret, Queen to King Henry VI. ſecretly in Lene 

with the Duke of Suffolk. 
Dame Elinor, Wife to the Duke „ Glouceſter, 
* Jordan, a Witch empley d h) the Dutcheſs of Glou- 
Celter. 
| TWife to Simpcox. 
Petitioners, Aldermen, a Beadle, Sherijy and Oficers, with 
Guards, Meſſengers, and ther Attendants. 


The SCENE is laid very diſperſedly in 
ſeveral Parts of England. Seven Ea 
hape p 

2 The 
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ma 
„ The Second PART of 


| King HE NXT VI. 


FF 
TS ACTI ed 


. | Flouriſh of Trumpets: Then Hantboys. 
Enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, 
Salisbury, Warwick, aud Beaufort n 
the one ſide. The Queen, Suttolk, 
York, Somerſet, and Buckingham 011 
” the other. 


SUFFQ0O EX. 


P by your high Imperial Majeſty, 
Fell I had in charge at my depart for France, 
As Procurator to your Excellence, 
To marry Princels Margaret for your 
Grace; 
So in the famous ancient City Tours, 
In preſence of the Kings of France and 


7 7 FLicil, 
The Dukes of Orleans, Calabar, Bretaione, Al-nſon, 
Seven Earls, twelve Barons, and twenty reverend Biſhope, | 


1 haye pertorm'd my Task, and was eſpous d: | 
; A 2 And þ 


4 The Second Part of 


And humbly now upon my bended Knee, 
In fight of England and her Lordly Peers, 
Deliver up my Title in the Queen 
[ Preſenting the Queen to the Kin, 
To your moſt gracious Hand, that are the Subſtance 
Of that great Shadow I did repreſent: 
1he happieſt Gift that ever Marquiſs gave, 
The faireſt Queen that ever King receiv' d. 
K. Henry. Suffolk ariſe. Welcome Queen Margaret, 
I can expreſs no kinder ſign of Love 
Than this kind Kiſs. O Lord, that lend'ſt me Life, 
Lend me a Heart repleat with thankfulneſs: 
For thou haſt given me, in this beauteous Face, 
A World of Earthly Bleflings to my Soul, 
If ſympathy of Love unite. our Thoughts, 

£2. Mar. Great King of E:gland, and my gracious Lord, 

The mutual Conference that my Mind hath had, 
By Day, by Night, walking, and in my Dreams, 
In courtly Company, or at my Beads, 

With you mine Alder liefeſt Sovereign, 

| Makes me the bolder to ſalute my King, 
With ruder terms, ſuch as my Wit affords, 
And over-joy of Heart doth miniſter, 

K. Henry. Her ſight did ravith, but her Grace in Spees!, 
Her Mords yclad with Wildom's Majeſty, | 
Make me from wondring, fall to weeping Joys, 

Such is the fulneſs of my Heart's Content, 
Lords, with one cheertul V oice, welcome my Love. 

All kneel, LongliveQueenMargaret, England's Happine:, 

. Mar. We thank you all. [ Flour)! 

Suff. My Lord Protector, fo it pleaſe your Grace, | 
Here are the Articles of contracted Peace, 

Between our Sovereign, and the French King Charles, 


For eighteen Months concluded by conſent. | 


Glo. Reads. Imprimis, It is agreed between the French | 
King, Charles, and William de la Pole, Marguiſs «| 


Suffolk, Ambaſſad.r for Henry King of England, 1hat the 3 


faid Henry ſhall eſpouſe the Lady Margaret, Daughter unto 
Reignier, King of Naples, Sicilia, and Jeruſalem, and 


Crown her Queen of England, ere the thirteenth of May | 


next enſuing, 
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Item. That the Dutchy cf Anjou, and the County cf Main, 
Fa! te releaſed and delivered to the King her Father, 

Un © K. Henry. Uncle, how now? 

L Ole. Pardon me, gracious Lord, 

dome ſudden qualm hath ſtruck me to the Heart, 

Ard dimn'd mine Eyes, that i can read no further. 

K. Hen'y. Uncle of inter, I pray read on. 
„n. Item, It is further agreed between them, That the 

Dutebieg of Anjou and Main [ha' be releaſed and delivered 

per to the King ber Father, aud ſz ſent cver of the King | 

F nutand's enn preper C ſt ani Covarges, with:ut having any 

Dns. 

K. Hen. I hey p'eaſe us well. ford Marqueſs, knee downz 

Me here create th-e the firſt Duke of See. 

And girt thee with the Sword. Coulin of Tr, 
Me here ditcharge your Grace from being Regent 
I th parts of France, till term of cighteen Months 

e full expir'd. Thanks, Uncle I 7achefter, 

Gl-uceſter, Tri, Buckingham, and Somerſet, 

Salisbury and I/arwick, 

We thank you all for this great Favour done, 

In Entertainment to my Princely Queen, 
Come, let us in, and with all ſpeed provide 
To fee her Coronation be perform'd. 

[ Exeunt King, Queen and Suffolk. 
Manent the reſt, 

Glo. Bra ve Peers of England, Pillars of the State, 
„Lo you Duke Humphry muſt unload his Grief: 
Jure Grief, the common Grief of all the Land. 

What? did my Brother Henry ſpend his Youth, 
His Valour, Coin, and People in the Wars? 
Did he to often lodge in open Field, 
| In Winter's Cold, and Summer's parching Heat, 
h Io conquer Fance, his true Inheritance? 
And did my Brother Bedford toil his Wits 
To keep by Policy what Henry got: 
4% Have you your ſelves, Sumerſet, Buckingham. 
x Brave Jerk, Salisbury, and victorious I/arwick, 
y | Receiv'd deep Sears in France and Nr mandy: 
Or hath mine Uncle Bedfcrd, and my telt, 
Wich all the learned Council of the Realm, 
A3 
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Yd, 


12 


6 The Second Part of 


Studied fo long, fat in the Council-houſe, 
Early and late, debating to and fro, 
How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe; 
And was his Highnels in his Infancy 
Crowned in Paris, in deſpight of Foes? 
Ard ſhall theſe Labours, and theſe Honours die ? 
Shall Henry's Conqueſt, Bedferd's Vigilarce, 
Your Deeds of War, and all our Counſel die! 
O Peers of England, ſhameful is this League, 
Fatal this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your Names trom Buoks of Memory, 
Rating the Characters of your Renown, 
Detacinrg Monuments of conquer'd France, 
Undoing all, as all had never been. 

Car, Nephew, what mears this paſſionate Dilcourt: 7 
1 his peroration with ſuch Circumſtances? 
For France, tis ours; and we will keep it ſtill, 


Glo. Ay, Uncle, we will keep it it we can: 
Put now it is impoſſible we ſhculd, | 
Sufelk, the new made Duke that rules the roſt, 
Hath given the Dutchy of Anjoz and Main, 
Unto the poor King Reignier, whole large Style 
Aprees not with the leanneſs of his Purſe. 

Sal, Now by the Death of him who dy'd for all, 
I hete Counties were the Keys of Ncrmandy: 
Cut wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant Son? 

Jar. For Grief that they are paſt Recovery. 
For were there hope to cor quer them again, 

N;y Sword ſhould thed het Blood, mine Eyes no Tears, 
An jette and Main) My (elf did win them both. 

1lte Provinces theie Arms of mine did conquer. 

And are the Cities that I gct with Wounds 

Delivered up zgain with peaceful Words? 

Mert Dieu Li 

Pyr. For Suffolk's Nuke, may he be ſuffocate, 
That dims the Honour of this warlike Iſle: 

France thould have torn and rent my very Heart, 
Eetore I would have yielded to this League, 

I never read but England's Kings have had 

Large ſums of Gold, and Mowries with their Wives! 
And our King Henry gives away his own, 
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er that brings no vantages. 
-r jest: and never heard before, 
* ,ou.d demand a whole Fifteenth, 
A Charges in tranſporting her: 
i {ave Raid in France, and ſtarv'd in France 
My Lord of Gl/fter, now ve grow too hot: 
«the lealure of my Lord the King. 
Glo. My Lord of Hiucheſter, | know your Mind, 
is not my Speeches that vou do mifitze; 
Fac 'tis my Preſoence that doth trouble you. 
R ancour will out, proud relate; in thy Tees 


We ſhail begin our ancient Bicksrings. 

Lordings farewel, and tay when I am gone, 

I propheſi'd, France will be loſt ere long. 
Car, So there goes our Protector in a Rags? 5 

"Tis knownto you he is mine Enemy ; 

Nay more, an Enemy unto you all, 

And no great Friend, I fear me, tothe King. 

Conſider, Lords, he is the next of Blood, 

And Heir apparent to the Eugliſh Crown: 

Had Henry got an Empire by his Marriage, 

And all the wealthy Kingdoms of the WeR, 

There's reaſon he ſhould be diſpleas d at it: 

Look to it, Lords, let not his {moothing Words 


\ Exit 


Bewitch your Hearts, be wile and circumipeR. 


What though the common People favour him, 
Calling him Humphry, the good Duke if Glo ſter, 
Clapping their Hands, and crying with loud voice, 
Jeſu maintain y:ur Royal Excellence, 
With God preſerve the good Duke Humpbry. 
I fear me, Lords, for all this flattering Glols, 
He will be found a dangerous Protector. 
Buck, Why ſhould he then protect our Sovereign, 
He being of age to govern of himſelf? 
Coulin of Soxzerſet, join you with me. 
And altogether with the Duke of Suffolk, 
We'll quickly hoiſe Duke Humphry from his Seat. 
Car. This weighty Buſineſs will not brook delay, _ 
Vl to the Duke ef Suffolk preſently. [Exits 
A 4 Soi. 
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Som. Coulin of Buckingham, though: Humpbry's Pi; 


And greatneſs of his Place be Grief to us, 
Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal: 
His Inſolence is more intolerable 
T han all the Princes in the Land beſide; 
If Gloſter be dilplac'd, he'll be Protector. 
Buck. Or thou, or I, Somerſet, will be Protector, 
Deſpight Duke Humphry, or the Cardinal. 


[ Ex. Buckingham and Someric!, 


Sal. Pride went before, Ambition follows him. 
While theſe do labour for their own Preferments 
Behoves it us to labour for the Realm. 

J never ſaw but Humphbry Duke of Glo ter, 

Did bear him like a noble Gentleman: 

Oft have I ſeen the haughty Cardinal, 

More like a Soldier than a Man o'th' Church, 

As ſtout and proud as he were Lord of all, 

S wear like a Rufhan, and demean himſelf 
Unlike the Ruler of a common-weal. 

Warwick my Son, the Comfort of my Age, 

Thy Deeds, thy Plainneſs, and thy Houſe-keeping, 
Haye won the greateſt Fayour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but Good Duke Humphyy, 

And Brother Terk, thy Acts in Jrelaud, 

In hringing them to civil Diſcipline z 

Thy late Exploits done in the Heart of France, 
When thou wert Regent for our Sovereign, 
Have made thee fear d and honour'd of the People: 
Join we together for the publick Good, 

In what we can, to bridle and ſuppreſs 

The Pride of Sf, and the Cardinal, 

With Somerſet's and Buckingham's Ambition, 
And as we may, cheriſh Duke Humphry's Deeds, 
While they do tend the Profit of the Land. 

ar. So God help Ir arwick, as he loves the Land, 
And common Profit of his Country. 

TNrk. And ſo ſays Pk, 

For he hath greateſt Cauſe. 

Sal. Then let's make haſte away, 
And look unto the main, 

War, Unto the main? 
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Oh Father, Main is loſt, 
That Main, which by main Force Narwicł did win, 
And would have kept, ſo long as Breath did laſt: 
Main- chance, Father, you meant, but I meant Main, 
Which I will win from France, or elſe be Qlain. 
Ex. Warwick and Salisbury. Manet York: 
rk. Anjcu and Main are given to the trench, 
Paris is loſt, the State of N:r-mandy 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone: 
Suffolk concluded on the Articles, 
The Peers agreed, and Henry was well pleas' d, 
To change two Dukedoms for a Duke's fair Daughters. 
I cannot blame them all, what is't to them? 
'Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may make cheap penny worths of their Pillage,. 
And purchaſe Friends, and give to Curtezans, 
Still revelling like Lords till all he gone, 
While as the filly Owner of the Goods 
Weeps over them, and wrinzs his hapleſs TIands, . 
And ſhakes his Head, and trembling ſtands aloot, 
While all is ſhar'd, and all is born away, 
Ready to ſtarve, and dare not touch his own. 
So Nirk muſt fit, and fret, and bite his Tongue, 
While his own Lands are bargain'd for, and ſold : 
Methinks the Realms of England, France and Ireland, 
Bear that proportion to my Fleſh and Blood, 
As did the fatal brand Althea burnt, 
Unto the Prince's Heart of Caliden: 
Au jau and Main both given te the French ! 
Cold News for me: For I had hope of France, 
Even as I have of fertile Egland's Soil. 
A Day will come, when N ſhall claim his on, 
And therefore I will take the Aeuzlls parts, 
Ard make a ſhew of I Ve to proud Duke Heophrys L 
And when I ſpy Advantage claim the Crown; 
For that's the gulden Mari | tek to hit: 
Nor ſhall proud Lazcafter uiurp my Right 
Nor hold the Scepter in bis chillin Flt, 
Nor wear the Diadem upon his Head, 
Whole Church-like Humour fts not tor à Crowne 
Then Terk be All a while, till Tin: ac ioryst. 
1 Watch 


10 
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Watch thou, and wake when others be aſleep, 
To pry into the Secrets of the State, 

"THI Henry ſurfeitipg in joys of Love, 

With his new Bride, and England's dear-bought Queer 


And Humphry with the Peers be fall'n at Jars. 

1 hen will I raiſe aloft the Milk-white Role, 

Witt whole ſweet {mell the Air ſhal] be per ſum'd, 
And in my Standard bear the Arms of Terk, 

To grapple with the Houſe of Lancaſter, 

And force perforce I'll make him yield the Crown, 
Whole Bookiſh Rule hath pull'd fair England down. 


[ Exit Yor", 


Enter Duke Humphry, and his Wiſe Eleanor. 
Clean. Why droops my Lord, like oyer-ripen'd Corr, 
Hanging the Head at Ceres plenteous Load ? 
Why doth the great Duke Humphry knit his Brows, 
As frownirg at the Favours of the World? 
Why are thine Eyes fixt to the ſullen Earth, 
Cazing at that which ſeems to dim thy Sight? 
M hat ſeeſt thou there? King Henry's Diadem, 
Inchac'd with all the Honours of the World 
it fo, gaze on, and grovel on thy Face, 
Until thy Head be circled with the ſame. 
Put forth thy Hand, reach at the glorious Gold, 
What, is't too ſhort? I'll lengthen it with mins, 
Ard having both together heav'd it up, 
We'll beth together lift our Heads to Heaver, 
And never more abaſe our Sight ſo low, 
As to vuuchiafe one Glance unto the Ground. 
Glo, O Nell, {wet t Nell, if thou doſt love thy Lord, 
Bariſh the Carker of Ambiticus Thoughts: 
And may that Thought, when I imagire II] 
Againſt my King and Nephew, virtuous He2ry, 
Ee my laſt breathing in this Mortal World. 
My troublous Dreams this Night do make me ſad. 
Elean. What dream'd my Lord? tell me, and IT] re. 
quite it 
With weet Rehearſal of my Morning's Dream, 
Glo. Methought this Staff, mine Othce-badge in Court, 
Was broke in twain; by whom, I have forgot, 
But as I think, it was by th' Cardinal, 
Ard on the Pieces of the broken Wand 
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Were plac'd the Heads of Edmond Duke of Somerſet, 
And William de la Pole, ſirſt Duke of Suffolk. 
This was the Dream, what it doth bode, God knows. 
Elean, Tut, this was nothing but an Argument, 
That he that breaks a Stick of Glo ſter's Grove, 
Shall loſe his Head for his Preſumption. 
But liſt to me, my Humphbry, my ſweet Duke: 
Methought I fate in Seat of Majeſty, 
In the Cathedral Church of Weſtminſter, 
And in that Chatr where Kings and Queens were crown d, 
Where Henry and Margaret kneel'd to me, 
And on my Head did let the Diadem. 
Glo. Nay, Eleancr, then muſt I chide outright ; 
Preſumptuous Dame, ill-natur'd Eleanor, 
Art thou not {ſecond Woman in the Realm? 
And the Protector's Wife, beloy'd of him ? 
Haſt thou not worldly Pleaſure at command, 
Above the reach or compals of thy Thought > 
And wilt thou ſtill be hammering Treachery, 
To tumble down thy Husband and thy ſelf, 
From top of Honour, to Dilzrace's Feet ? 
Away from me, and let me hear no more, 
Flean, What, what, my Lord, are you fo Chole. ick 
With Eleauer for tel. ing but her Dream 2? 
Next time I'll keep my Dreams unto wy i&!f, 
And not be check'd. 
Glo. Nay, be not *r3:3, I am pleas'd again, | 
Enter Meſſetiger. M 
Meſſ, My Lord Protector, tis his Highneſs Pleafare, j 
You do prepare to ride unto St. Albans, 
Whereas the King and Oneen do mean to Hawk, 
Glo, I go: Come Ne., . ud wilt ride with us? 
| Exit Glo. 
Eleun. Yes, my good Lord, I'Il follow pretently, 
Foo I muſt, J cannot go before, 
Mile Gl (fer bears this bale and humble Mind. 
Were La Man, a Duke, and next of Blood, 
I would remove thele tedious ſtumbling Blocks, 
And ſmooth my way upon their headlels Necks, 
And being a Woman, I will rot be flach 


of þ 1 . FR » 3 
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Where are you there? Sir John; nay fear not, Man, 
We are alone, here's none but thee and I. 
Enter Hume. 

Hume, Jeſus preſerve your Royal Majeſty. 

Elean. What ſay'ſt thou? Majeſty : 1 am but Grace, 

Hume, But by the Grace of God, and Hume's Advice, 
Your Grace's Title ſhall be multiply'd. 

Elean. M hatſay'ſt thou, Man? Haſt thou as yet conferr'd 
With Margery Jordan, the cunning Witch, 
With Reger Bullingbrock, the Corjurer, 
And will they undertake to do me good ? 


Hume. I his they have promiſed to mew your Highneſs 


A Spirit raiſed from the depth of under Ground, 
T hat ſhall make anſwer to ſuch Queſtions, 
As by your Grace ſhall be propounded to him. 
Elean, It is enough. I'll think upon the Queſtions: 
When from St. Albans we do make return; 
We'll ſee thoſe things effected to the full. 
Here Hume, take this Reward, make merry Man 
With thy Confederates in this weighty Cauſe, 


[Exit Eleanor. 
Hume. Hume muſt make merry with the Duchels's Gold: 


Marry ard ſhall; but how now, Sir John Hume ? 
Seal up your Lips, and give no Words, but Mum ; 
1 he Buſineſs asketh filent Secrecy, 

Dame Eleaucr gives Gold, to bring the Witch: 
Gold cannot come amiſs, were the a Devil. 

Yet have I Gold flies from another Coaſt: 

I dare not iay, from the rich Cardinal, 

And from the great and new-made Duke of Saſell; 
Yet I do find it ſo: For, to be plain, 

They (knowing Dame Eleancy's aſpiring Humour) 
Have hired me to undermine the Dutchels, 

Ard buz theſe Conjurations in her Brain, 

They lay, a crafty Krave does need no Broker; 
Yet am I Syfclk's, and the Cardinal's Broker, 
Hume, if you take not heed, you ſhall go near 
To call them both a pair of craity Knaves, 

Well, ſo it ſtands; and thus I fear at laſt, 

Hume's Knavery will be the Dutcheſs's Wrack, 
Ard her A. tainture will be Humphry's Fall; 
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King Henry VI. 13 
Sort how it will, I ſhall have Gold for all, [ Exit, 
Euter three or four Petitioners, the Armorer's Man being one. 

i Pet. My Maſters, let's ſtand cloſe, my Lord Protector 
will come this way by and by, and then ive may deliyer 
our Supplications in the Quill, 

2 Pct. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's a good. 
Man, Jeſu bleſs him. 

Enter Suffolk, and Queen. 

1 Pet, Here a comes methinks, and the Queen with 
him: FI] be the firſt ſure. 

2 Pet. Come back, Fool, this is the Duke of Suffolk, and 
not my Lord Protector. 

Suff. How now, Fellow; would' any thing with me? 


1 Pet. I pray my Lord, pardon me, I took ye for my 
Lord Prote&or, 


9.Mar. To my Lerd Protector, | reading ] Are your Suppli- 


_ cations to his Lordſhip? let me lee them; what is thine? 

1 Pet, Mine is, and't pleaſe your Grace, againſt John 
Gecdman, my Lord Cardinal's Man, for keeping my 
Houle, and Lands, and Wiſe, and all from me. 

Sf. Thy Wife too? That's ſome wrong indeed. What's 
yours? What's here? [Reads] Againſt the Duke of Suf- 
tolk, fer inclſing the Commons of Meiford, How now, 
dir Knave? 

2 Pet. Alas, Sir, I am but a poor Petitioner of our 

whole Townſhip. 

* 3 Pet, Againſt my Maſter, Themas Horner, for ſa; ing, 
That the Duke of Terk was rightfui Heir to the Crown. 

C. Mar. What ſay it thou? did the Duke of Li lay, 
he was rightiul Heir to the Crown ? 

3 Tet. That my Miſtreſs was? No, forſooth; my Ma- 
Rer ſaid, that he was; and that the King was an Ulurper, 

Suf, Who is there p. 

Enter Servant. 
Take this Fellow in, and ſend for his Maſter with a Pur- 
ſuivant preſently; we'll hear more of your Matter before 
the King. [ Exit. Serv. 

9. Mar. And as for you that love to be protected 
Under the Wings of our Protector's Grace, 

Begin your Suits anew, and lue to him. 
[ Tears the Supplications, 
Away 
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Away, haſe Cullions: Suffolk, let them go. 
All, Come, let's be gone. [ Exeuz}, 
O. Mar. My Lord ot Suffolk, ſay, is this th. 2 

Ts this the Faſhion in the Court of Fugland? 

Is this the Government of P-itain's lle? 

And this the Royaity of Albion's King? 

What, ſhall King Henry be a Pupil ſtill, 

Under the ſurly Glo ffer's Governance ? 

Am I a Queen in Title and in Style, 

And mult be made a Subject to a Duke? 

I tell thee, Peel, when in the City Tours 


Thou van'ſt a Tilt in Honour of my Love, 


And ſtol'ſt away the Ladies Hearts of France; 

I thought King Henry had reſembled thee 

In Courage, Courtſhip, and V roportions 

But all his Mind is bent to Holinels, 

To rirÞer Ave Maries on his Beads: 

His Champions are the Prophets and Apoſtles, 
His Weapons Holy Saws of lacred Writ, 

Hie Study is his Tilt-yard, and his Loves 

Are Hazen Images of Canonized Saints. 
IWeuld te College of the Cardinals 

Would chu 'm Pope, and carry him to Rome, 
And let a Trip Crown upon his Head; 

That were a State fit for his Holineſs. 

Suf. Madam, be patient; as I was the cauſe 
Your Highneis came to England, fo will I 
In England work your Gracze's full Content. 

S. Mar. Beſide the haughty Protector, have we Bear}. -.., 
The impericus Churchman; Somerſet, Buckingham, 
Ard grumbling T:rxk; and not the leaſt of thele, 

Eut can do more in England than the King. 

Suf, And he of theſg that can do moſt of all, 

Cannot do more in England, than the Nev:ls ; 
Salisbury «ard IFarwick a:2 no ſimple Peers, 

Q. Mar. Not all theſe Lords do vex me haif fo mug; 
As that proud Dante, the Lord Pratector's Wife: 

She ſweeps it through the Court with Troops of Lic, 
More like an Emprels, than Duke Humphry's Wife: 
Strangers in Court do take her for the Quern ; 

She beats a Duke's Revenues on her Back, 
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And in her Heart ſhe ſcorns our Poverty: 


Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her? 

Contemptuous baſe-born Callot as ſhe is, 

She yaunted *mongſt her Minions t'other Day, 

The very train of her worſt wearing Gown 

Was better worth than all my Father's Lands, 

ill Suff gave two Dukedoms for his Daughter, 
Suf. Madam, my ſelf have lim'd a Buſh for her, 


And plac'd a Quire of ſuch enticing Birds. 


That ſhe will light to liſten to their Lays, 

And never mount to trouble you again. 

So let her reſt; and, Madam, liſt to me, 

For I am bold to counſel you in this; 

Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 

Yet muſt we join with him, and with the Lords, 
Till we have brought Duke mph in Dilgrace, 


As for the Duke of Tre, this late Complaint 


Will make but little for his Benefit; 
So one by one we'll weed them all at laſt, 
And you your ſelf ſhail ſteer the happy Helm. 
Enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal, Buckingham, 
York, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Pu heſ+, 
K. Henry, For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which, 
Or Semerſet, or Work, all's one to me. 
Trk, If Terk have ill demean'd himſelf in Fance, 


Ihen let him be deny'd the Regent ſhip. 


Sem, If Somerſet be unworthy of the Place, 
Let J be Regent, I will yield to him. 
Har. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Difpute not that, Terk is the worthier, 
Car. Ambitious Warwzck, let thy Betters ſpeak, 
Var. The Cardinal's not my Better in the Field, 
Buck, All in this Prelence are thy Betters, Warwick. 
Var. Warwick may live to be the beſt of all. 
Sal. Peace, Son; and ſhew ſome realon, Buckingham, 
Why Somerſet ſhould be preter'd in this? 
C. Mar. Becauſe the King forſooth will have it ſo, 
Cle. Madam, the King is old enough himſelf 
To give this Cenlure : Thele are no Woman's Matters. 
C. Mar. It he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protector of his Excellence? 
Ge. 
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Glo. Madam I am Protector of the Realm, 
And at his Pleaſure will reſign my Place. 
Sf. Reſign it then, and leave thine Inlolence. 
Since thou wert King, as who is King, but thou? 
The Commonwealth hath daily run to wrack. 
The Dauphin hath preyail'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peers and Nobles of the Realm 
Haye been as Bond-men to thy Sovereignty, 
Car. The Commons haſt thou rack'd, the Clergy's Bag. 
Are lank and lean with thy Extortions, 
Som, Thy ſumptuous Buildings, and thy Wife's Attire, 
Have coſt a Mats of publick Treaſure, 
Buck, Thy Cruelty in Execution 
Upon Offenders hath exceeded Law, 
And left thee to the Mercy of the Law. 
E. Mar. Thy ſale of Offices and Towns in France, 
If they were known, as the lulpect is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head, 
[ Exit, Gio, 
Give me my Fan; what, Minton can ye not? 
[ She gives the Dutcheſs a box on the Ea 
I cry you Mercy, Madam; was it you ? 
Elean, Was't.I? yea, I it was, proud French-w:ma:: ; 
Could I come near your Beauty with my Nails, 
I could {et my Ten Commandments in your Face. 
K. Henry, Sweet Aunt, be quiet, 'twas againſt her Wil 
Elean, Againſt her Will, good King, look tot in time, 
She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like & Baby: 
Though in this place moſt Maſters wears no Breeches, 
She ſhall not ſtrike Dame Eleanor unrevenged, 
[ Exit Elcancr, 
Buck, Lord Cardinal, I will follow Eleancr, 
And liſten after Humphry, how he proceeds: 
She's tickled now, her Fume can need no ſpurs, 
She'll gallop tar enough to her Deſtruction. 


[ Exit Buckingham 


| Enter Humphry. | 
Glo. Now, Lords, my Choler being over-blowy, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
J come to talk of Common=wealth Attairs. 
As for your ſp'ghtful falle Objections, 5 
roy 
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Proye them, and I lye open to the Law: 

But God in mercy deal ſo with my Soul, 

As I in Duty love my King and Country. 

But to the Matter that we have in hand: 

I lay, my Sovereign, Tort is meeteſt Man 

To be your Regent in the Realm of Fance. 

Suf. Before we make Election, give me leave 

To ſhew ſome reaſon, of no little force, 

That Nrk is moſt unmeet of any Man. 

Trk. V1 tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet ; 

Firſt, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride; 

Next, if | be appointed for the Place, 

My Lord of Scmerſet will keep me here, 

Without Diſcharge, Morey, or Furniture, 

Till France be won into the Dauphin's Hands. 

Laſt time i danc'd attendance on his Will, 

Till Paris was beſieg'd, famiſh' d and loſt. 

War. That I can witneſs, and a fouler Fact 
Did never Traitor in the Land commit. 
Suf. Peace, head- ſtrong IWarwick, 
ar. Image of Pride, why ſhould I hold my Peace? 
Enter Horner the Armerer, and his Man Peter. 
Suf. Becaule here is a Man accus'd of Treaſon, 

Pray God the Duke of Tk excuſe himſelt. | 
Ik. Doth any one accule N. for a Traitor? | 
K. Henry. What mean'ſt thou, Suffolk? tell me, what ars b 
Suf. Pleaſ it your Majeſty, this is the Man (thele ? 

That doth accuſe his Matter of High Treaſon : 

His Words were thele; that Richa! 4 Duke of Work, 

Was righttul Heir unto the Engliſh Crown, — 

And that your Majeſty was an Ulurper, 

K. Henry. Say, Man, were theſe thy Words? 1 
Arm, An't thall pleaſe your Majeſty, I never faid nor 1 

thought any ſuch Matter; God is my witneſs, I am falſly 6 

accus'd by the Villain. [ 
Peter, By theſe ten Bones, my Lord, he did ſpeak 

t1em to me in the Garret one Nizht, as we were ſcow' ring 

my Lord of Trk's Armour. | 
VNork, Baſe Dunghil Villain, and Mechanical, | 

PI] have thy Head tor this thy Traitor's Speech: 

| 


I do beſeech your Royal Majeſty, 
Let 


Let him have all the rigor of the Law. 
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Arm. Klas, my Lord, hang me if ever I ſpake t: 
Words: my Accu'er is my Prentice, and when | di; 
correct him for hisFault the other Day, he did vow ups: 
his Kress he would be even with me. I have good wit 
ces of this: therefore I beſeech your Majeſty, do no: 
cait away an honeſt Man for a Villain's Accuſation. 

K. Henry, Uncle, what ihall we ſay to this in Law: 

Ge. This doom, my Lord, if I may judge: 


Let Somerſet be Regent o'er the French, 


Becaule in T this breeas ſuſpicion; 

And let theſe have a Day appointed them 

For ſingle Combat, in convenient place, 

For he hath witnels ot his ſervant's Malice: 

1 his is the Law, and this Duke Humphrey's doom. 

Sem. I humbly thank your Royal Majeſty. 

Arm. And I accept the Combat wilingly. 

Peter. Alas, my Lord, I cannot fight; for God's fa 
pity my Cale; the {pight of my Maſter prevaileth a- 
gainſt me. O Lord have mercy upon me, | ſhail never 
be able able to fight a blow: O Lord, my Heart. 

Glo. Sirrah, or you mutt fight; or elie be hang'd, 

K. Hemy. Away with them to Frilon 3 ard the day of 
Combat, ſhall be the laſt of the next Month, Come So- 
merſet, we'll tee thee ſent away. [ Exenunt, 
Flouriſh, Enter Mether Jordan, Scuthwe!, 

and Bullingbrook. 

Hume. Come, my Maſters, the Dutchels, I tell you, 
expects performance of your Promiſes. 

Bullins, Maſter Hume, we are therefore provided: 
Will her Ladyſhip behold and hear our Exorcilms ? 

Hume. Ay, what elſe? Fear you not her Courage. 

Bulling. 1 have heard her reported to be a Woman of an 
invincible Spirit; but it ſhall be convenient, Maſter Hume, 
that you be by her aloft, while we be buſie below; and lv, 
I pray you, go in God's Name, and leave us. Exit Hume. 
Mother Jerdan, be proſtrate, and grovel on the Earth; 
Jobn Scuthwell, read you, and let us to our Work. 

Enter Eleanor above. 
Elean. Well ſaid, my Maſters, and welcome to al]: 


To this geer, the ſooner the better. 


Hume, 


Bis ing. 
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ul ing. Patience, good Lad y, Wizards know their times: 
Deep Night, dark Night, the ſilent of the Night, 

The time of Night when Trey was ſet on Fire, 

The time when Screech-owls cry, and Bar-d gs how! ; 

When Spirits walk, and Ghoſts break up their Gr iyes ; 

T hat time beſt fits the Work we have in lund, 

Madam, fit you, and fear not; whom we rait 

We will make faſt within a hallow'd Verge. 

[ Here they do the Cere menies belonging, and make the Circie, 
Bullingbrook, er Southwel reads, Conjuro te, Wt. ie 
Thund:rs and Lightens terribly z then the Spirit riſetb. 
Spirit. Adſu. 

Al. Jord. Aſinath, by the eternal God, 

Whoſe Name and Power thou trembleſt at, 

Aniwer that I ask: For till thou ſpeak, 

1 hou ſhalt not paſs from hence. 
Spirit. Ask what thou wilt. Tbat I had ſaid, and done 
Bulling, Firſt of the King: What ſhall of him become. 
Spirit. The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depole : 

But him out-live, and die a violent Death, 

[As the Spirit ſpeaks they write the Anſwer. 

Bulling. What Fates await the Juke of Suffolk ? 

Spirit, By Water ſhall he die, and take his End. 

Bulling. What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet ? 

Spirit, Let him ſhun Caſtles, 

Safer ſhall he be upon the ſandy Plains, 

Than where Caſtles mounted ſtand, 

Have done, for more I bardly can endure. 

Bulling, Deſcend to Darkneſs, and the burning Lake, 
Falle Fiend avoid. [ Thunder andLightning,Spirit deſcends. 
Enter the Dake of York and th: Duke of Buckingham, 

with their Guard, and break u. 

Nrk. Lay Hands upon theſe Traitors and their traſh : 
Beldam, I think we watch'd you at an Inch. 

What, Madam,are you there? The King and Common-weal 

Are deepindebted for this piece of Pains; 

My Lord Protector will, I doubt it not, 

See you well guerdon'd for theſe good deſerts, 

Elean. Not halt ſo bad as thine to England's King, 
I7Jurious Duke, that threaty'{t where's no caule, ; 

Buck, True, Madam, none at all: What call you this? 

Away 
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Away with them, let them be clap'd up cloſe, 
And kept aſunder: You Madam ſhall with us; 
Stafford, take her to thee, 
We'll ſee your Trinkets here forth- coming all. 
Away, [ Exeunt Guard with Jordan, Southwel, &c. 
Trk, Lord Buckiugham, methinks you watch'd her wel]; 
A pretty Plot, well choſen to build upon. 
Now, pray my Lord, let's ſee the Devil's Writ. 
What have we here? [ Reads, 
The Duke yet lives, that Ferry ſhall depiſe : 
Brit him cutt-live, and dic a violent Death. 
Why, this is juit, 472 te A4:idemRomane $wincere p. 
Well, to the reſt: 
Tell me what Fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk ? 
By Water ſhall he die and take his End. 
V hat ihall betide the Duke of Somerſet ? 
Tet him ſhun Cuſſ les, 
Safer ſhall he be upon the ſandy Plains, 
Than where Caſtles mounted ſtand, 
Come, come, my Lords, 
T heie Oracles are hardly attain'd, 
And hardly underſtocd, 
The King is now in progreſs towards St. Albans, 
With him the Husband of this lovely Lady: 
T hither go theſe News, 
As faſt as Horſe can carry them: 
A lorry breakfaſt tor my Lord Protector. 
Buck, Your Grace ſhall give me leave, my Lord of Tri, 
To be the Poſt, in hope of his Reward. 
Terk, At your Plealure, my good Lord. 
Who's within there, hoe? 
Enter a Serving- Man, 
Invite my Lords of Salisbury and IWarmick, 
Jo ſup with me to morrow Night, Away. | Exewuz!, 
Enter King Henry, Queen, Pretector, Cardinal, and Suffulk, 
with Faulkners hollewing, 
Q. Mar. Believe me Lords, for flying at the Brook, 
I ſav no better Sport theſe ſeven Years Day; 
Yet by your leave, the Wind was very high, 
And ten to one, old Jcan had not gone out. 
K. Hen. But what a point, my Lord, yourFaulcon me 
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And what a pitch ſhe flew above the reſt : 
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To ſee how God in all his Creatures works, 
Yea Man and Birds are'fain of climbing high. 
Saf. No marvel, and it like your Majeſty, 
My Lord Protector's Hawks do towre ſo well; 
They know their Maſter loves to be aloft, 
And bears his Thoughts above his Faulcon's pitch. 
Glo. My Lord, tis but a bale ignoble Mind, 


That mounts no higher than a Bird can ſoar. 


Car, I thought as much, he would be above the Clouds. 

Glo. Ay, my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that? 
Were it not good, your Grace would fly to Heay'n ? 

K. Henry, The Treaſury of everlaſting Joy. 

Car. Thy Heaven is on Earth, thine Eyes and Thoughts 
Beat on a Crown, the Treaſure of thy Heart, 
Pernicious Protector, dangerous Peer, 


That ſmooth'ſt it fo with King and Commonweal, 


Glo. What, Cardinal! 
Is your Prieſthood grown ſo peremptory ? 
TIautæne animis Celeſtibus ira? Churchmen fo hot? 
Good Uncle, hide ſuch Malice: 
With ſuch Holineſs can you do it? 
Suf, No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes 
So good a Quarrel, and ſo bad a Peer. 
Glo. As who, my Lord ? 
Suf. Why, as you, my Lord, 
An't like your Lordly Lord ProteQorſhip. 
Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine inſolence, 
Q. Mar, And thy Ambition, Glofter. 
K. Henry, I prithee peace, good Queen, 
And whet not theſe too too furious Peers, 
For bleſſed are the Peace- makers on Earth. 
Car. Let me be bleſſed for the Peace I make, 
Againſt this proud Protector, with my Sword. 
Glo. Faith, Holy Uncle, would 'twere come to 
Car. Marry, when thou dar'ſt. [ that 
Glo. Make up no factious Numbers for that 
In thine own Perſon anſwer thy abuſe. [matter. Ade. 
Car. Ay, where thou dar'ſt not peep ; 
And if thou dar'ſt, this Evening, 
On the eaſt {ide of the Grove. 


K. Henry. 


—— — Is — _—_—__ 
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K. Henny. How now, my Lords? 
Car. Believe me, Couſin Gloſter, 
Had not your Man put up the Fowl ſo ſuddenly, 
We had had more {port 
[ Aſide to Glo. 


Come with thy two-Hand Sword. 

Glo, True, Uncle, are ye advis d? 

The Eaſt ſide of the Grove: 

Cardinal, I am with you. [ Aſid:, 
K. Henry. Why how now, Uncle Glo/ter ? 

Glo. Talking of Hawking, nothing elſe, my Lord. 

Now by God's Mother, Prieſt, 

I'll ſhave your Crown for this, 

Or all my Fence ſhall fail. Aſide, 
Car. Aſide, | Medice cura teipſam,ProteRor ſee too't well, 
K. Henry. The Winds grow high, (protect your (ell, 

So do your Stomachs, Lords. 

How irkſome is this Muſick to my Heart? 

When ſuch Strings jar, what hope of Harmony? 

I pray, my Lords, let me componnd this ſtrife 

Enter One, c:yins A Miracle, 
Glo. What means this Noite ? 
Fellow, what a Miracle do'ſt thou proclaim ? 
@n:. A Miracle, a Miracle. 
Suf. Come to the King, and tell him what Miracle, 
One. Forſooth, a blind Man at St. Alban's Shrine, 

Within this half hour hath receiy'd his fight, 

A Man that ne'er ſaw in his Life before. 

K. Henry. Now God be prais d, that to belieying Souls 

Gives Light in Darkneſs, Comfort in Neſpair, 

Enter the Mayor of St. Albans, and his Brethren, bearing 
Simpcox between two in a Chair, Simpcox's Wife fol- 
lowing. 

Car. Here comes the Townſmen on proceſſion, 

To preſent your Highneſs with the Man. 

K. Henry. Great is his Comfort in this earthly Vale, 

Although by his ſight his Sin be multiplied. 

Glo, Stand by, my Maſters bring him near the King, 

His Highneſs pleaſure is to talk with him. 

K. Henry. Good-tellow, tell us here the Circumſtance, 

That we for thee may gloriſie the Lord. 

What, haſt thou been long blind, and now reſtor'd ? 
Sim. Born blind, and't pleaſe your Grace. 
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Ne. Ay, indeed was he. 

$f, What Woman is this? 

Fife, His Wife, and't like your Worſhip, 

Glo. Hadſt thou been his Mother, thou couldſt have 
better told. 

K. Henry. Where wert thou born? 

Simp. At Berwick in the North, and't like your 
Grace. 

E. Henry. Poor Soul, 


God's oodneſs hath been great to thee : 


Let ncver Day nor Night unhallowed paſs, 
But fti!lremember what the Lord hath done. 
Cucen. ell me, Good-fellow, 
Cam'ſt thou here by Chance, or of Devotion, 
To this holy Shrine? 
Fi mp. God knows of pure Devotion, 
Being call'd a hundred times, and oftner, 
In my Sleep, by good Saint Alban. 
Who aid ; $772, come, come offer at my Shrine, 
Ard 1 will help thee. 
Wife. Moſt true, forſooth ; 
And many a time and oft my ſelf have heard a Voice, 
To call him ſo. 
Card, What art thou lame ? 
vdimp. Ay, God Almighty help me. 
5. How cam'ſt thou lc ? 
Simp. A fall off a Tree. 
ie. A Plum-tree, Maſter, 
Glo. How long haſt thou been blind? 
Limp. O born ſo, Maſter, 
Gl. What, and would'ſt climb a Tree? 
$79:p, But that in all my Life, when 1 was a Yourt!:. 
Ne. Loo true, and bought his climbing very dear. 
Glo, Mats, thou lov'ſt Plums well, that would'ſt ven- 
ture 0. 


Kind. Alas, good Maſter, my Wife deſired lome 


(Daniions, and made me climb, with Danger of my Life. 


Cu, Alubtle Knave, but yet it ſhall not ſerve: 
Let me tee thine Eyes, wink now, now open them, 
In my « »pinion, yet thou ſeeſt not well. 
Si,, Yes, Maſter, clear as day, I thank God and 


Saint Allan. 
G1. 


— — — 
—— —ñ̃ ee 


24 The Second Part of 


Glo. Say'ſt thou me ſo; what Colour is this Cloak ot: 
Simp. Red, Maſter, red as Blood. 
rae Why that's well ſaid : What Colour is my Gow? 
of ? 
Si mp. Black, forſooth, coal-black, as Jet. 
K. Henry. Why then, thou know'ſt what colour Jet is of? 
Stef. And yet, I think, Jet he did never ſee. 
Glo. But Cloaks and Gowns, before this Day, a man», 
IVife. Never before this Day, in all his Life. 
Glo, Tell me, Sirrah, what's my Name ? 
Smp. Alas Maſter, I know not. 
Glo, What's his Name ? 
S1mp. I know not. 
Glo, Nor his? 
Simp. No indeed, Maſter. 
Glo, What's thine own Name ? 
Simp. Saunder Simpcox, and if it pleaſe you, Maſter, 
Glo. Then Saunder, ſit there, 
The lyingſt Knave in Chriſtendom, 
If thou hadſt been born blind, 
Thou might'ſt as well have had known all our Names, 
As thus to know the ſeveral Colours we do wear. 
Sight may diſtinguiſh Colours: 
But ſuddenly to nominate them all, 
It is impoſſible, | 
My Lords, Saint Alban here hath done a Miracle : 
And would ye not think that Cunning to be great, 
That could reſtore this Cripple to his Legs again ? 
imp. O Maſter, that you could? 
Glo. My Maſters of Saint Albans, 
Haye you no Beadles in your Town, 
And things call'd Whips ? 
Mayer. Yes my Lord, if it pleaſe your Grace, 
Glo, Then lend for one preſently. 
Mayor. Sirrah. go fetch the Beadle hither ſtrait, [Exil. 
Glo. Now fetch me a Stool hither by and by. 
Now Sirrah, if you mean to ſave your ſelf from Whipping, 
leap me over this Stool, and run away, 
Simp Alas Maſter, I am not able to ſtand alone: 
You go about to torture me in yain. 
Enter a Beadle with II Dips. 
Glo, Well Sir, we muſt haye you find your Legs. 
Sirra® 
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Sirrah Beadle, whip him till he leap over that ſame Stool. 


Bead. I will my Lord. 


Come on Sirrah, off with your Doublet, quickly. 


Simp. Alas, Maſter, what ſhall Ido? I am not able to 


ſtand. 


[ After the Beadle hath hit him once, he leaps over the Stool, 
and runs away; and they ſo ow, andcry, A Miracle, 
King Henry. O God, ſceit thou this, and beareſt fo long! 
2ueen, It made me laugh to lee the Villain run. 

Glo. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away. 
Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 
Glo. Let him be whipt through every Market Town, 

Till they come to Berwick, from whence they came. 

[_ Exit Beadle. 
Car, Duke Humphry has done a Miracle to day, 
Suf. True, made the Lame to leap, and fly away, 
Glo. But you have done more Miracles than I; 
You made ina Day, my Lord, whole Towns to fly, 
Enter Buckingham. 
K. Henry. What Tidings with our Coutin Buckingham ? 
Puck, Such as my Weart doth tremble to unfold: 


A tort of naughty Perſons, lewdly bent, 


Under the Countenance and Confederacy 
Of Lady Eleaner, the Protector's Wife, 
Ihe Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 
Have pra&is'd dangeroully againſt your State, 
Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 
hom we have apprehended in the Fact, 
Raiſing up wicked Spirits from under Ground, 
Demanding of King Henm's Lite and Death, 
And other of your Highnets Privy-Counſel, 
As more at large your Grace ſhall underſtand. 
Car. And ſo, my Lord Protector, by this means 
Your Lady is forth-coming, yet at London. | 
This News, I think, hath turn'd your Weapon's edge. 


Tis like, my Lord, you will not keep your hour, 


[ Aſide to Gloſter, 
Glo. Ambitious Church man, leave to afflict my Heart: 


Sorrow and Grief have vanquiſh'd all my Powers; 


And vanquiſh'd as I am, I yield to thee, 


Or to the meaneſt Groom, 
| ; K, Heary 
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Heaping Confution on their own Heads thereby: : 
Lusen. Gloſter, fee here the Tainture of thy Neſt, 
And look thy lelt be taultleſs, thou wert beſt. 
Glo. Madam, for my felt, to Heay'n I do appeal, 
How I have lov'd my King, and Commonweal: 
And for my Wife, I know not how it ſtands, 
Sorry am I to hear, what I have heard; 
Nob e ſhe is; but if ſhe have forgot 
Honour and Virtue, and convers d with ſuch, 
As like to Pitch, defile Nobility ; 
I baniſh her my Bed and Company, 
Ard give her asa Prey to Law and Shame, 
That bath diſhonoured Gl:/ter's honeſt Name. 
K. Henry. Well, for this Night we will repoſe us bes 
To morrow toward Lond:zz, back again, 
To look into this Butineis thoroughly, 
And call theſe foul Offenders to their antlivyers; 
And poiſe the Cauſe in Juſtice equal Scales, 
M hoſe Beam ſtands ſure, whole righttul cauſe prevails, 
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Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick, 

Ny. Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and Vari, 
Our ſimple Supper ended, give me leave, 
In this cloſe Walk to ſatisfie my ſelt, 
In craving your Opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible to England's Crown. 

Salis. My Lord, I long to hearjit thus at full. 

Var. Sweet Terk begin; and if thy Claim be good, 
The Newz!s are thy Subjects to command. 

Ni. 1 hen thus: 
Edward the Third, my Lords, had ſeven Sons : 
"The firſt, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of ales; 
The ſecond, William of Hatfield; and the third, 
Lionel Nuke of Clarence; next to whom, 
Was John ot Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster; 
The fifth, was Edward Langley, Duke of N; 
The ſixth, Thomas Ii oodſt ck, Duke of GI. (ter ; 
William of Windſor was the ſeventh and laſt. 
Edward the Black Prince dy'd before his Father, 
And left behind him Richard, his only Son, 
Why after Edward the Third's Death, reign'd King, 
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| Till Henry Bullingbroke, Duke of Lancaſter, 


The eldeſt Son and Heir of Joh of Gaunt, 

Crown'd by the Name of Henry the Fourth, 
Selz'd onthe Realm, depos'd the rightful King, 
Sent his Poor Queen to France, from whence ſhe came, 
And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know, 


Harmleſs King Richard was murthered traiterouſly. 


Var. Father, the Duke hath told the Truth; 
Thus got the Houle of Lancaſter the Crown. 


Tb, Which now they hold by force, and not by right: 


For Richard, the farſt Son's Heir, being dead 
The iſſue of the next Son ſhould have reign'd, 
Sal. But i iam of Hatfield dy d without an Heir. 
Nr. The third Son, Duke of Clarence, 
From whoſe Line I claim the Crown, 
Had iffue Phillip, a Daughter, 


Who married Edmund Mutimer, Earl of March, 


Edmind had Iſſue, Roger Earl of March: 
Roger had Iſſue, EAmend, Anne, and Eleanor. 

Sat. This Edmend, in the reign of Builzngbrock, 
As I have read, laid claim unto the Crown, 
And, but for Owen Glendour, had been King; 

V ho kept him in Captivity, till he dy'd, 
But, to the reſt. 

Tk. His eldeſt Siſter, Anne, 

My Mother, being Heir unto the Crown, 
Married Richard Earl of Cambridge, 

Who was Son to Edmond Langley, 

Edward the Third's afth Son's Son; 

By her I elaim the Kingdom. 

She then was Heir to Reger, Ear! of Varch, 
Who was the Son of Edmond Mortimer, 
Who married PHlip, {ole Daughter 

Unto Lionel, Duke of Clarence, 

do, if the Iſſue of the elder Son 

Succeed before the younger, | am King. 

Var. What plain proceeding is more plain than this? 
Heut doth claim the Crown from n of Gauat, 
i tz tourth Son; Nrk claims it from the third: 
ill Tienelss Hue fail, his ſhould not Reign, 

It fails not yet, but flouriſheth in thee, 
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And in thy Sors, fair Slips of ſuch a Stock, 
Then Father Salisbury, kneel we together, 
And in this private Plot be we the trit, 
That ſhall ſalute our rightful Soyereign 
With honour of his Birth- right to the Crown, 
Beth. Long live our Soveraign Richard, England's K irs 
Jork. We thank you, Lords: 2 
But I am not your King, till I be crown'd ; 
And that my Sword be (tain'd 
With Heart-blood of the Houſe of Lancaer : 
And that's not ſuddenly to be perform'd, 
But with Advice and filent Secrecy. 
Do you, as I do, in theſe dangerous Days. 
Wink at the Duke of Suffell's Inſolence, 
At Beauford's Pride, at Somerſet's Ambition, 
At Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, 
?Till they have ſnar'd the Shepherd of the Flock, 
That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humphiiy: 
*Tis that they ſeek; ard they, in ſeeking that, 
Shall find their Deaths, it T can Propheſie. 
2 My Lord, here we break off, we know your D 
at full. 
War. My Heart aſſures me, that the Earl of Farm. 
Shall one day make the Duke of Terk a King. 
Terk. And Nevzl, this I do aſſure my lelf; 
Richard ſhall live to make the Earl of Warwick 


The greateſt Man in England, but the King. [Exe unt. 


Sound Trumpets, Enter King Henry, and State, wit“ 
Guard, to baniſh the Dutcheſs. 

K. Henry. Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Cobham, 
Gloſter's Wite. | 
In ſight of God, and us, your Guilt is great, 
Receive the Sentence of the Law for Sin, 
Such as by God's Book are adjudg'd to death. 
You four from hence to Prilon, back again; 
From thence unto the Place of Execution; 
The Witch in S mithſield ſhall be burn'd to Aſhes, 
And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the Gallows, 
You Madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Deſpoy led of your Horour in your Life, 
Shall after three Days open Penance done, 
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l ive in your Country here, in Bapiſhment, 


With Sir %n Stanly, in the Ile of Han. 
Flean, Welcome is Baniſhment, welcome were my 
Death. 
Glo. Eleanor, the Law thou ſceſt hath judged ther; 
cannot juſtifie, whom the Law condemns, 
Mine Eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Grief, 
Ah Humpbry, this diſhonour in thine Age, 
Wil! bring thy Head with Sorrow to the Ground. 
| b:ſeech your Majeſty give me leave to go; 
Sorrow would ſolace, and my Age would eale, 
K. H:nry. Stay Humphry luke of GI./ter ; 
Fre thou go, give up thy Stat, 


| Henry Will to h melt Protea 1 bo. 


And God ſhall be my Hope, my Stay, my Quide, 
And Lanthorn to my Feet, 
And 8 in peacc, Humpbry, no less E2[;%fh. 


IJ han when thou wert | rotector to 


. ar. i ſee no reiſon, why 1 | 


— 


Should be Protected like a C], 
God and Ki Henry prov: 
Cive.up your; Staff, Sir, and 27 his 


b. Ny tat, Here,:.nub:e 4nij, sm] Stalls 
As willingly do the {ame reſign, 
As cer thy Father Henry made it mine 
And even as williagly at thy Feet | leave it, 


Asothers would ambitiouſly receive it, 


Farewel good King; when am dead and gone, 
May honourable Peace attend thy i hrene. | Exit Glo'ſler. 
C. Mar. Why now is Henry King, and Margaret Queen, 
And Humphry, uke of Gloſter, ſcarce himlſelt, 
That bears ſo ſhrew'da maim; two Pulls at once; 
His Lady baniſh'd, and a Limb loft off, 
This Staff of Honour raught, there let it ſtand, 
Where beſt it fits to be, in Henry's Hand. 
Suf. Thus droops this lofty Pine, and hangs his ſprayes, 
Thus Eleanor's Pride dies in her younger Days. 
Lrk, Lords, let him go. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, 
This is the day appointed for the Combat, 
And ready are the Appellant and Deſendant, 
The Armourer and his Man, to enter the Lifts, 
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So pleaſe your Highneſs to behold the Fight. 


£, Mar. Ay, good my Lord, for purpoſely therefoco Queer 
Lett 1 the Court, to ſee this Quarrel try d. Blow. 
K. Henry. A Ged's Name ee the Liſts and all things g. Te 
Here let them end it, and God defend the Right. | Sound 
Til. I never ſaw a Fellow worſe beſtead, 
Or more afraid to fight, than is the Appellant, Art 
The Servant of the Armourer, my Lords. T.. 
Enter at one Door the Armorer and his Neighbours, drinki;s . the 8c 
to bim ſo much, that he is drunk; and he enters with Pet 
Drum before him, and his Staff with a Sand bag faſ{n:d preler 
to it; and at the ther Deer his Man, with a Drum an K. 
a Sand bag, and Prentices drinking to him. For b 
1. Neizh. Here, Neighbour H:raer, I drink to you in And ( 
a Cup of Sack; and fear not, Neighbour, you ſhall dv The | 
well enough. | Whic! 
2 Neigh, And here, Neighbour, here's a Cup of Char. Come 
ne co. Enie 
3 Neigh., And here's a Pot of good double Beer, Neię!. Glo 
bcur; drink, and fear not your Man. And a 
Arm. Let it come i'taith, and I'll pledge you all, and Barre 
a Fig for Peter, So Ce 
1 Pren. Here Peter, I drink to thee, and be not afraid, dirs, 
2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy Maſter; fight 1 7 
for the Credit of the Prentices. Ole 
Peter. I thank you all; drink, and pray for me, I pray Jo W 
you, for 1 think I have taken my laſt Draught in this . Unne, 
World, Here Rebin, if I die, I give thee my Apron; ar 4 | To 85 
Mull, thou ſhalt have my Hammer; and here Im, take | een 
all the Money that I have. O Lord blels me, I pray Ged, we ö 
for I am never able to deal with my Maſter, he hath learn d RA 
ſo much to fence already. That 
Sal. Come, leaye your drinking, and fall to blows, Wher 
Sirrah, what's thy Name? But f 
Peter. Peter, torſcoth. My * 
Sal. Peter ? what more ? Ente 
Peter, Thumb. 
Sal. Thump ? Then ſee thou thump thy Meſter well. = 


Arm. Naſters, I am come hither as it were upon my 
Man's Inſtigation, to prove him a Knave, ard my ſelf ar N 
honeſt Man: And touching the Duke of Nuk, I will take 9 
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my Death I never meant him any ill, nor the K ing nor the 
Queen, and therefore Peter have at thee with a downright 


Blow. 
rt. Diſpatch, this Knave's Tongue begins to double. 


Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combatants, 


[ They fight, and Peter ſtrikes him dows, 

Arm, Hold Peter, hold; I confeis, I contets Trealon, 

Trk. Take away his Weapon: Fellow, thank God, and 
the good Winein thy Maſter's way. 

Peter. O God, have 1 overcome mine Enemy in th's 
preſenee? O Peter, thou haſt prevail'd in right. 

K. Henry. Go, take hence the Traitor trom cur Sight, 
For by his Death we do perceive his Guilt, 
Ard God in Juſtice hath reyea!'d to us 
The Truth and Innocence of this poor Fellow, 

Which he had thought to have murder'd wrongfully; 
Come Fellow, follow us for thy Reward, [ Excart, 
Enter Duke Humphry and hi Men, in Miurning Cleats, 
Glo. Thus ſometimes hath the brighteſt Day a Cloud ; 

And after Summer, evermore {ucceds 
Barren Winter, with his wrathful nipping Cold; 
So Cares and Joys abound, as Seaſons fleet. 
dirs, what's a Clock? 
Serv. Ten, my Lord. 
Gic. Ten is the Hour that was appointed me, 
To watch the coming ef my punim'd Dutcheſs: 
Unneath may ſhe endure the flinty Streets, 
To tread them with her tender-feeling Feet, 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy Noble Mind a-brook 
Ihe abje& People gazing on thy Face, 
With envious Looks ſtil} laughing at thy Shame, 
That erſt did follow thy proud Chariot, Wheeis, 
When thou didſt ride in Triumph thro” the Streets. 
But ſoft, I think ſhe comes, and I'll prepare 
My Tear-ſtain'd Eyes, to lee her Miſeries. 
Enter the Dutcheſs in a white Sheet, and a Taper burning 
in her Hand, with a Sheriff and Officers. 
Serv. So pleaſe your Grace, we'll take her from the Sheriff. 
Glo, No, ſtir not for your Lives, let her pals by. 
Elean. Come you, my Lord, to ſee my open Shame? 
Now thou doſt Penance too. Look how they gaze, 
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See how the giddy multitude do point, All th 
And nod their Heads, and throw their Eyes on thee; Fo lon 
Ah Gleiter, hide thee from their hateful Looks, Woull 
And in thy Cloſet pent up, rue my Shame, Why! 
And ban our Enemies, both mine and thine. But l 
Glo. Be patient, gentle Ne!!, forget this Grief, Thy e 
Elean. Ah Gloſter, teach me to forget my ſelt: I pray 
For whilſt I think am thy married Wife, I Theſe 
And thoua Prince, Protector of this Land, ; 
Methinks I ſhould rot thus be led along, He 
Maii'd up in ſhame, with Papers on my Back, Holde 
Ard follow'd with a Rabble, that rejoice Glo 
Jo ee my Tears, and hear my dcep-fet Groans, This i 
The ruthleſs Flint doth cut my tender Feet, My 1 
Ard when I ſtart the envious People laugh, Let n 
Aud bid me be adviied how I tread. She 
Ah Humphry, can | bear this ſhameful Yoak? And 
1 roweſt thou, that e er I'll look upon the World, To ta 
Or count them happy that erjoy the Sun? Glo 
No: Dark thall be my Light, and Night my Day. Fee 
Jo think upon my Pomp, ſhall be my Hell, Gl: 
Sometime I' ſay i am Duke Hymphry's Wife, You 
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land: And! 
Yet ſo he rul'd, and ſuch a Prince he was, And i 
As he ſtood by, whilſt I, his forlorn Dutcheſs, El: 
Was made a Wonder, and a pointing Stock Gl 
To every idle Raſcal Follower, 5 
Fut be thou mild, ard bluſh not at my Shame, | EI 
Nor ſtir at nothing, till the Ax of Death For 1 
Hang over thee, as ſure it ſhortly will, Peat 
For Suffclk, he that can de all in all Lecd! 
Witn her, that hateth thee, and hates us all, Crum! 
And Terk, and impious Beaufsrd, that falſe Prieſt, can 
Have all him'd Buſhes to betray thy Wirgs, | Only 
And fly thou how thou can'ſt, they'll tangle thee : St, 
Put fear thou not until thy Foot be ſnar'd, The 
Nor ever ſeek prevention of thy Foes. El 
Cle, Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimeſt all awry. And 
I muſt offend betore I be attainted: St 
And had I twenty times ſo many Foes, Acc 


Ard each of them had twenty times their Power, E. 
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* All theſe could not procure me any ſcathe, 
So long as lam Loyal, True, and Crimeleſs. 
Wouldſt have me reſcue thee from this Reproach ? 
hy yet thy Scandal were not wip'd away, 
But I in danger for the breach of Law, 
Thy greateſt help is quiet, gentle Ne: 
I pray thee ſort thy Heart to patience, 
Theſe tew Days wonder will be quickly worn.. 
Enter a Herald. 
Her. I ſummon your Grace to his Majeſty's Parliament 
Holden at Bury, the firſt of this next Month. 
Glo. And my Conlent ne'er ask'd herein before? 
This is cloſe dealing. Well, I will be there 
My Nell, I take my leave: And Maſter Sheriff, 
Let not her Penance exceed the King's Commiſſion. 
Sher, And 't pleaſe your Grace, here my Commiſion {14 4 
And Sir John Stanly is appointed now. 
Jo take her with him to the le of Man. 
Glo, Muit you, Sir h, protect my Lady here 
Stanly. So am I given in charge, may't pleaſes your Grace. 
Glo, Entreat her not the worſe, in that I pray 
You uſe her well; the World may laugh again, 
And I may live to do you kindneſs, if you do it her: 
And ſo, Sir F: hz, farewel. 
Elean, What gone, my Lord, and bid me not fare we! 
Glo. Witnels my Tears, I cannot ſtay to ſpeak. 
Exit Glouceſter. 
Elean. Art thou gone too? all Comfort go with thee, 
For none ahides with me; my Joy is Death; 
Death, at whole Name | oft have been alvar'd, 
Eegaute 1 with d this World's Eternity. 
$:2;2/y, I prithee. go, and take me hence, 
care not whither, far I beg no Favour ; 
Only conrey me where thou art commanded. 
Stau. Why Madam, that is to the Ile of Man, 
There to be vs'd according to your State. 
Flean, That's bad enough, for J am but Reproich : 
And ſhall I then be us'd reproachſully ? 
Stan. No; like a Dutchels, and Duke Han phrys Lady, 
According to that State you ſhall be us'd, 
Elean, Sheriff fare wel, and better, than I, fare, | 
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Although thou haſt been Conduct of my She me. 
Sher, It is my Office, and, Madam, pardon me. 
Elean. Ay, ay, farewel, thy Office is diſcharg'd. 

Come Stanly, ſhall we go? 

Stan. Madam, your Penance done, 

Throw off this Sheet, 

And go weto attire you for our Journey. 

Elean, Miy Shame will not be ſhifted with my Sheet: 
No, it will hang upon my richeſt Robes, 
Ard ſhew it ſelf, attire me how I can. 

Go, lead the way, I long to fee my Priſon, 


ingham, Salisbury, and Warwick, to the Parliament. 
K. Henry. I muſe my Lord of Gl#fter is not come : 
*Tis not his wont to be the hindmoſt Man, 
Whate'er occaſion keeps him from us now. 
Q. Mar. Can you not fee ? or will ye not obſerve 
The ſtrangeneſs of his alter'd Countenance ? 
With what a Majeſty he bears himſelt, 
How inlolent of late he is become, 
How proud, how peremptory and unlike himſelf! 
We know the time ſince he was Mild and Afﬀable, 
Ard if we did but glance a far-off Look, 
Immediately he was upon his Knee, 
"that all the Court admir'd him for Submiſſion, 
But meet him now, and be it in the Morn, 
Whenevery one will give the time of Day, 
He knits his Brow, and ſhews an angry Eye, 
And paſſeth by with ſtiff unhowed Knee; 
Diſdaining Duty that to us belongs. 
Small Curs are not regarded when they grin, 
But great Men tremble when the Lion roars, 
And Humpbry is no little Man in England, 
Firſt note, that he is near you in Delcert, 
And ſhould you fall, he is the next will mount, 
Me ſeemeth then, it is no Policy, 
Reſpecting what a Rancorous Mind he bears, 
And his advantage following your deceale, 
That he ſhould come about your Royal Perſur, 
Or be admitted to your Highneſs Council. 
By Flattery bath he won the Commons Hearts 3 


| [ Exeunt, 
Enter King Henry, Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, Vork, Buch 


And when he pleaſe to make Commotion, 
'Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him. 
Now 'tis the Spring, and Weeds are ſhallow rooted, 
Suffer them now, and they'll o'er-grow the Garden. 
And choak the Herbs for want of Husbandry. 
The reverent Care | bear unto my Lord, 
Made me collect theſe dangers in the Duke. 
+. © 1fit be fond, call it a Woman's fear; 
; Which fear, if better Reaſons can ſupplant, 
| will ſubſcribe, and ſay I wrong'd the Duke, 
nt, My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham, and York, 
ack Reprove my Allegation, if you can, 
t, Or elſe conclude my Words effectual. 
Sf, Well hath your Highneſs ſeen irto this Nuke. 
Ard had I firſt been put to ſpeak my Mind, 
{ think I ſhould have told jour Grace's Tale. 
The Dutcheſs, by his Subornatton, 
Upon mv Life began her deviliſh Practices: 
Or if he were not privy to thoſe Faults, 
Vet by repeating of his high Deſcent, 
As next the King, he was ſucceſſive Heir, 
And ſuch high Vaunts of his Nobility, 
Did inſtigate the Bedlam brain-fick Dutcheſs, 
By wicked means to frame our Sovereign's Fab. 
smooth runs the Water where the Brock is dev, 
And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours Treatvn. 
The Fox barks not when he would ſteal che Land, 
No, no, my Sovereign, Gloſter is a Man 
Unlounded yet, and full of deep Neceir, 
Car, Did he not, contrary to form ot Law, 
Deviſe ſtrange Deaths, for fmall Off-nces done 
Tk, And did he not, in his Protector ſhip, 
Levy great Sums of Mony through the Kahn, 
For Soldiers pay in Frame, and never {ent it: 
Ey means whereof the Towns each day revoiicd., 
Buck, Tut, thetc are petty faults to faults unknown, 
Which time wil! brirg tolight in {ſmooth Duke Hump). 
K. Henry, My Lords at once; the care you have of us, 
To mow down Thorrs that would arnoy bur Foot, | 
is worthy Praiſe; but ſhall I ſpeak iny Conivicnce, | 
Our Kinſman CI. fer is as inmwoent 
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From meaning Treaſon to our Royal Perſon, 

As is the ſucking Lamb, or harmleſs Dove: 

The Duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given, 

To dream on Evil, or to work my Downfal. | aſhane:; 
O. Mar. Ah! what's more dangerous, than this tore 

Seems he a Dove? His Feathers are but borrow'd, 

For he's diſpoſed as the hateful Rayen. 

Ts hea Lamb? His Skin is ſurely lens him, 

For he's inclin'd as is the rayenous Wolf, 

Who cannot ſteal a ſhape, that means deceit? 

Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of us all, 

Hargs on the cutting ſhort that fraudful Man. 

Enter Somerſet. 
Sem. All Health unto my gracious Sovereign. [ Fran? 
K. Henry, Welcome, Lord Somerſet; what News from 
Serr, I hat all our Intereſt in thoſe Territories, _ 

{s utterly bereft you ; allis loſt. [ be core 
K. Hemy. Cold News, Lord Somerſet; but God's Wi. 
Nil. Cold News for me: for I had hope of France, 

As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 

Thus are my Bloſſoms blaſted in the Bud, 

And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away. 

But I will remedy this gear ere long, 

Or ſell my Title for a glorious Grave. { Afiae, 

Enter Glouceſter. 
Glo. All happineſs unto my Lord the King: 

Pardon my Liege, that I have ſaid ſo long. : 
Suf. Nay, Gloſter, know that thou art come too 100, 

Unle!s thou wert more Loyal than thou art; 

Ido arreſt thee of High Treaſon here. 

Gle. Well Suffclk, yet thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 

Nor charge my Countenance for this Arreſt : 

A Heart unſpottedis not eaſily daunted. 

The pureſt Spring is not ſo free from Mud, 

As I am clear from Treaſon to my Sovereign. 

Who can accuſe me? wherein am I guilty ?- 
Jr. *Tisthought my Lord, | 

I hat you took Bribes of France, 

And being protector, ſtaid the Soldiers Pay, 

By means whereof his Highneſs hath loſt Frances 
Glo. Is it but thought 1o ? 
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! What are they that think it? 


I never robb'd the Soldiers of their Pay, 

Nor never had one penny Bribe from France. 

So help me God, As I have watch'd the Night, 
Ay, Night by Niglit, in ſtudying good for England. 
That Doit thate'er I wreited trom the King, 
Or any Groat I hoarded to my ule, 

Be brought againſt me at my Trial day, 

No; many a Pound of my own proper ſtore, 
Bzcauſe I would not tax the needy Commons, 
Have I disburſed to the Garriſons, 

And never ask'd for Reſtitution, 

Car, It ſerves you well, my Lord, to ſay fo much, 

Glo. I fay no more than Truth, ſo help me God. 

Nrk, In your Protectorſhip you did deviſe 
Strange Tortures for Offenders never heard of, 

That England was defam'd by Tyranny, 

Gle. Why tis well known, that whiles I was Protector, 

Pity was all the fault that was in me: 

For I ſhould melt at an Offender's Tears, 

And lowly Words were ranſom for their fault: 

Unleſs it were a bloody Murtherer, 

Or foul felonious Thief, that fleec'd poor Paſſengers, 
I never gave them condign Puniſhment. 

Murther indeed, that bloody Sin, I tortur'd 

Above the Felon, or what Treſpaſs elſe. 

Suf.. My Lord, theſe faults are eaſie, quickly anfyer'd >. 
But mightier Crimes are laid unto your Charge, 
Whereot you cannot eaſily purge your ſelf, 

I do arreſt you in his Highneſs Name, 
And here commtt you to my Lord Cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of Trial. 

K. Henry. My Lord of Gloſter, tis my ſpecial hope, 
That you will clear your ſelf from all ſuſpicion, 

My Conſcience tells me you are Innocent, 

Glo. Ah gracious Lord, theſe days are dangerous: 
Virtue is choak'd with foul Ambition, 

And Charity chac'd hence by Rancer's Hand; 
Foul Subornation is predominant, 

And Equity exil'd your Highnels Land, 

I know, their Complot is to have my Life : 
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And it my Death might make this Iſland happy, 
And prove the period of their Tyranny, 
I would expend it with all willingneſs, 
But mine is made the Prologue to their Play: 
For thouſards more, that yet ſuſpect no peril, 
Will not conclude their plotted Tragedy. 
Beauf rd's red ſparkling Eyes blah his Heart's malice, 
And Suff It's cloudy crow his ſtormy hate; 
Sharp Buckingham unburthers with his Tongue 
The envious load that lyes upon his Heart : 
And dogged T:rk, that reaches at the Moon, 
Whole over-weening Arm [ have pluck'd back, 
By falſe accuſe doth level at my Life. 
And you, my Sovereign Lady, with the reſt, 
Caulecleſs have laid Dilgraces on my Head, 
And with your beſt endeayours have ſtirr'd up 
My liefeſt Liege to he mine Enemy: 
Ay, all of you have laid your Heads together, 
My felt had notice of your Conventicles, 
And all to make away my guiltleſs Life. 
I ſhall not want falſe Witneſs to condemn me, 
Nor ſtore of Treaſons to augment my Guilt: 
The ancient Proverb will be well effected, 
A Staff is quickly found to beat a Deg. | 
Car, My Liege, his railing is intolerable, 
If thoſe that care to keep your Royal Perſon 
From Treaſon's ſecret Knife, and Traitor's Rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at, 
And the Offender granted Scope of Speech, 
"TI will make them cool in Zeal unto your Grace, 
Suf. Hath he not twit our Sovereign Lady here 
With ignominious Words, though Clarkly coucht? 
As if ſhe had ſuborned ſome to {wear 
Falſe Allegations to o'erthrow his State, 
C. Mar. But I can give the Loſer leave to chide. 
Glo. Far truer ſpoke than meant; 1 loſe indeed, 
Beſhrew the winners, for they play'd me falle ; 
And well ſuch Loſers may have leave to ſpeak. 
Buck, He'll wreſt the ſenſe, and hold us here all day 
Lord Cardinal, he is your Priſoner, 

Car, Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him ſure. 

G;?, 
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Gl}, Ah, thus King Henry throws away his Crutch, 

Before his Legs be firm to bear his Body; 

Thus is the Shepherd beaten from thy tide, 

Ard Wolves are grarling, who ſhall gnaw thee firſt, 

Ah that my fear were falte, ah that it were: 

For good King Henry, thy Decay I fear. Exit. 
K. Henry. My Lords, what to your Wiſdom ſeemeth beſt, 

Do or undo, as if our ſelf were here. 

Mar. What, will your Highneſs leave the Parliament? 

K. Henry, Ay Margaret: My Heart isdrown'd with Grief, 

V hoſe Flood begins to flow within my Eyes; 

My Body round engirt with Miſery ; 

For what's more milerable than Diſcontent ? 

Ah Uncle, Huaphry, in thy Face I ſee 

The Map of Honour, Truth, ad Loyalty: 

And yet good Humphyy, is the hour to come, 

That Cer I prov'd thee falſe, or fear'd thy Faith. 

What lowring Star now envies thy eſtate ? 

That theſe great Lords, and Margaret our Queen, 

Do ſcek ſubverſion of thy harmleis Life, 

That never didſt them wrong, nor no Man wrong: 

And as the Butcher takes away the Calf, 

And binds the Wretch, and beats it when it ſtrays, 

Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-houſe; 

Even fo remorſleſs have they born him hence: 

And as the Dam runs lowing up and down, 

Looking the way her harmleſs young one went, 

And can do nought but wail her Darling's loſs; 

Even ſo mylelf bewail good Gloſter's calc, 

With ſad unhelpful Tears; and with dim'd Eyes, 

Look after him, and cannot do him good: 

So mighty are his vowed Enemies. 

His Fortunes I will weep, and 'twixt each Groan, 

Say, who's a Traitor ? Gloſter he is none. [ Exzt, 
2. Mar. Free Lords: 

Cold Snow melts with the Sun's hot Beams, 

Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Affairs, 

Too tull of fooliſh pity; and Gloſter's ſhew 

Beguiles him, as the mournful Crocodile 

With ſorrow {nares relenting Paſſengers : 

Or as the Snake, roll'd in a lowry Bank, 
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With ſhining checker d Slough, doth ſting a Child, 
That for the Beauty thinks it excellent. 
Believe me, Lords, were none more wiſe than I, 
And yet herein I judge my own Wit good, 
This Glo ſtcr ſhould be quickly rid the World, 
To rid us from the fear we have of him, 
Car, That he ſhould die, is worthy policy, 
But yet we want a colour for his Death: 
Tis meet he be condemn'd by courſe of Law. 
Szf. But in my Mind, that were no policy 
The King will labour till to ſave his Life, 
The Commons haply rile to ſave his Life; 
And yet we have but trivial Argument, 
More than Miſtruſt, that ſhews him worthy Death. 
York, So that by this, you would not have him die. 
Saf. Ah Work, no Manalive, ſo fain as I. 


Terk, Tis Terk, that hath more reaſon for his Death. 


But my Lord Cardinal, and you my Lord of Suffolk, 
Say as you thirk, and ſpeak it from your Souls: 
Wer'tnot all one, an empty Eagle were ſet. 

To guard the Chicken from a hungry Kite, 

As place Duke Humphyy for the King's Protector? 


C. Mar. So the poor Chicken ſhould be {ure of Deat':, 


Suf. Madam, tis true; and wer't not madneſs then, 
To make the Fox Surveyor of the Fold? 
Who being accus'd a craity Murtherer, 
His Guilt ſhould he but idly poſted oyer, 
Becaule his purpoſe is not executed. 
No; let him die, in that he is a Fox, 
By Nature prov'd an Enemy to the Flock, 
Before his Chaps be ſtain'd with Crimſon Blood, 
As Humphry proy'd by Realons to my Liege. 
And do not ſtand on Quillets how to (lay him: 
Be it by Ginrs, by Snares, by Subtilty, 
Sleeping, or wakiag, tis no matter how, 
So he be dead; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firſt, that firſt intends deceit. 
L. Mar. Thrice noble Suffolk, tis reſolutely ſpoke. 
SI. Not reſolute, except, ſo much were done; 
For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldom meant; 
But that my Heart accordeth with my. Tongue, 
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seeing the deed is meritorious, 
And to preſerve my Sovereign from his Foe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his Prieſt, 
Gar. But I would have him dead, my Lord of $f it, 
Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieſt : 
Say you conſent, and cenſure well the Deed, 
And ['l] provide his Executioner, 
| tender lo the ſafety of my Liege. 
Suf. Here is my Hand, the Deed is worthy doing, 
C. Mar. And ſo ſay I. 
Tk, And I; and now we tliree have ſpoke it, 
It skills not greatly, who impugns our doom. 
Enter a Poſt. 
Peſt. Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amain 
To ſignifie that Rebels there are up, 
Ard put the Engliſhmen unto the Sword: 
Send Succours, Lords, and ſtop the Rage betime, 
Before the Wound do grow incurable; 
For being green, there is great hope of help. 
Car. A breach that crayes a quick expedient ſtop, 
What Counſel give you in this weighty Caule ? 
Trk, That Somerſet be ſent a Regent thither : 
'Tis meet that lucky Ruler be employ'd, 
Witneſs the Fortune he hath had in Fance. 
Som. If Prł, with all his far-fet Policy, 
Had been the Regent there, inſtead of me, 
He never would have ſtaid in France ſo long. 
Tork. No, not to loſe it all, as thou haſt done. | 
I rather would have loſt my Life betimes, | 
Than bring a burthen of Diſhonour home, 
By ſtaying there fo long, till all were loſt. 
Sheu me one Scar character'd on thy Skin: 
Mens Fleſh prelerv'd ſo whole, do ſeldom win. 
Q. Mar, Nay then, this ſpark will prove a raging Fire, 
If Wind and Fuel be brought to feed it with : 
No more, good Pr; (weet Somerſet be (till, 
Thy fortune, Terk, hadſt thou been Regent there, 
Might haply have prov'd far worſe than his. 
rt. What, worſe than naught ? nay, then a ſhame take all. 
Som. And in the number, thee that wiſheſt Shame. 
Car, My Lord of York, try what your Fortune is. 
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Th uncivil Kerns of Ireland are in Arms, 
And temper Clay with Blood of Engliſhmen, 
To Ireland will you lead a Band of Men, 
Collected choicely, from each County ſome, 
And try your hap againſt the 1riſhaen ? 
Terk, I will, my Lord, to picaſe his Majeſty, 
Stef. Why, our Authority is his Conſent, 
Ard what we do eſtabliſh he confirms; 
Then, Noble Trł, take thou this task in hand. 
Terk, I am content: Provide me Soldiers, Lords, 
Whilzs [take Order for mine own Affairs. 
Su. A charge, Lord Terk, that I will ſee perform'c.. 
But now return we to the falſe Duke Humphry. 
Car. No more of him; for I will deal with him, 
That henceforth he ſhall trouble us no more: 
Ard ſo break off, the Day is almoſt ſpent, 
Lord Suffelk, you and I muſt talk of that Evert. 
Wk, My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen Days 
At Briſto] I expeR my Soldiers, 
For there I'll Ship them all for Feland. 
Suf, I'Il ſee it truly done, my Lord of rk. | Excuni. 
Manet York. 
Nr. Now Pre, or never, ſteel thy fearful Thouglͤits, 
Ard change Miſdoubt to Reſolution: 
Be that thou hop'ſt to be, or what thou art 
Reſign to Death, it is not worth th' enjoying : 
Let pale-fac'd Fear keep with the mean born Man, 
And find no harbour in a Royal Heart. 
Faſter thanSpring-time ſhowers,comes thought on thoug!:!, 
And not a thought, but thinks on Dignity. 
My Brain, more buſie than the labouring Spider, 
Weaves tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 
Well Nobles, well; 'tis politically done, 
To ſend me packing with an Hoſt of Men: 
] fear me, you but warm the ſtarved Snake, 
Who cheriſh'd in your Breaſts, will ſting your Hearts, 
Twas Menl lack'd, and you will give them me; 
I take it kindly; yet be well aflur'd, 
You put ſharp Weapons in a mad Man's Hands, 
Whilſt I in Ireland nouriſh a mighty Band, 
I will tir up in England ſome black Storm, 
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Spell blow ten thouſand Souls to Heaven or Hell. 


And this fell Tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 
Until the golden Circuit on my Head 

Like to the glorious Sun's traniparent Beams, 
Do calm the fury of this mad-brain'd Flay. 
And for a Miniſter of my intent, 

I have ſeduc'd a headſtrong Kentiſh Man, 

bp Cade of Aſbford, 

To make Commotion, as full well he can, 
Under the Title of John Mertimer. 

In ſreland have I ſeen this ſtubborn Cade 


| Oppole himſelf againſt a Troop of Kerns, 


And fought ſo long, till that his Thighs with Darts 
Were almoſt like a tharp quil!''d Porcupine: 


And in the end being reicued, I have (een ; 


Him caper upright, like a wild Moriſco, 
Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells, 
Full often, like a thag-hair'd crafty Kern, 
Hath he converſed with the Enemy, 

And undilcovered come to me again, 

And given me notice of their Vil/anies, 
This Devil, here, ſhall be my Subſticute ; 


For that John Mortimer, which is now dead, 


In Face, in Gate, in Speech he doth reſemble. 

By this I ſhall perceive the Commons Mind, 

How they affect the Houle and Claim of Work, 

Say he be taken, rack'd and tortured ; 

know no pain they can inflict upon him, 

Will make him ſay, I mov'd him to thole Arms. 
Say that he thrive, as tis great like he will, 

Why then from Ireland come I with my ſtrength, 
And reap the Harveſt which that Raſcal ſow' d: 
For Humphrey, being dead, as he thall be, 

Ard Hint put a-part; the next for me. [ Exit. 


Euter two or three running over the Stage, frow the Mar- 


ther of Duke Humphry. 
1. Run to my Lord of Suffolk; let him know 
We haye diſpatch'd the Duke, as he commanded, 
2, Oh that it were to do: What ha re we done? 
Didſt ever hear a Man lo penitent ? 
Enter Suffolk. 
1. Here comes my Lord. 


Sf. 
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Suſ. Now, Sirs, have you diſpatcht this thing? 
1. Ay, my good Lord, he's dead, 
Su. Why, that's well ſaid, Go get you to my Hus, 
T will reward you for this venturous Deed : 
The K ing and all the Peers are here at Hand. 
Have you laid fair the Bed? are all things wellz 
According as I gave Directions? 
1. Yes my good Lord, 
Suf. Away, be gone, Ext um 
F ater King Henry, the Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, Somer. 
let, with Attendants, 
K. Henry. Go call our Uncle to our preſence ſtraight : 
Say we intend totry his Grace to day, 
If he be guilty, as'tis publiſhed, 
Sf. I'll call him preſently, my Noble Lord, | Fx! 
K. Henry. Lords take your Places; and I pray you al 
Proceed no ſtraiter 'gainſt our Uncle Gloſter, 
Than from true Evidence of good eſteem, 
He be appprov'd in practice culpable. 
£. Mar. God forbid any Malice ſhould prevail, 
That faultleſs may condemn a Nobleman , 
Pray Cod he may acquit him of Suipicion. 
K. Hen. I thank thee Nell.theleW ords content me much. 
Enter Suffolk. 
How now ? why look'ſt thou pale ? why trembleſt thou? 
Where is our Uncle? what's the matter, Suffelk ? 
Su. Dead in his Bed, my Lord, Gloſter is dead. 
L. Mar. Marry God forfend. 
Car, God's ſecret Judgment: I did dream to Night, 
TheDuke was dumb, and could not ſpeak a wordſ K. Ion 
C. Mar. How fares my Lord? Help Lords, the K ing is dead, 
Sem. Rear up his Body, wring him by the Nole. 
L. Mar, Run, go, help, help: Oh Hen, ope thine Eyes, 
Suf. He doth revive again, Madam be patient, 
K. Henry. O Heavenly God! 
L. Mar. How fares my gracious Lord? 
Suf. Comfort my Sovereign, gracious Henry comfort. 
K. Henry, What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comfort me? 
Came he right now to ſing a Raven's Note, 
Whole diſmal tune bereft my vital Powers : 
And thinks he, that the chirping of a Wren, 
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By crying Comfort from a hollow Breaſt, 
Can chale away the firſt conceived Sound ? 
Hide not thy Poyſon with ſuch tugar'd Words, 
Lay notthy Hands on me? forbear, I ſay, 
T heir touch aftrights me as a Serpent's Sting. 
Thou baleful Meflenger, out of my {ſight : 
Upon thy Eye-balls murderous Tyranny 
Sits in grim Majeſty, to fright the World. 
Look not upon me, for thine Eyes are wounding; 
Yet do not go away; come Bafilisk, 
And kill the innocent Gazer with thy ſight : 
For in the ſhade of Death, I ſhall find Joy; 
In life, but double Death, now Glo ſter's dead. 


45 


. Mar. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus ? 


Although the Duke was Enemy to him, 
Yet he moſt Chriſtian-like laments his Death; 


As for my ſelf, Foe as he was to me, 


Might liquid Tears, or heart-offending Groans, 
Or blood-conluming Sighs recal his Lite : 


would be blind with weeping, fick with Groans, 


Look pale as Primroſe, with bloed-drinking Sighs, 
And all to have the Noble Duke alive, 

What know 1 how the World may deem of me? 
For it is known we were but hollow Friends: 

t may bejudg'd i made the Duke away, 


So ſhall my Name with Slander's Tongue be w.unded, 


And Princes Courts be filled with Reproach : 
This get : by his Death: Aye me unhappy, 
Jo be a Queen, and crown'd with intamy. 


K. Henry. Ah woe is me for Glo fter, wretched Man? 


. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is, 


What, doſt thou turn away and hide thy Face ? 
Jam no loathſome Leper, look on me. 

What, art thou like an Adder waxen deaf? 

Be poy ſonous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 
Is allthy Comfort jhut in Gl-/fter's Tomb? 

V. hy then Dame Margaret was ne'erthy Joy, 
Ere& his Statue, and do worſhip to it, 

And make my Image but an Ale-houle Sign, 
Was! for this nigh wreckt upon the Sea, 


And twice by aukward Wind from England's Bank 


Droye 
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Drove back again unto my Native Clime ? 

M hat boaded this? but well fore-warning Wind 

Did ſeem to ſay, ſeek not a Scorpion's Neſt, 

Nor tet a footing on this unkind Shoar, 

What did 1 then ? but curſe the gentle Guſts, 

Ard he that loos'd them from their Brazen Caves, 

Ard bid them blow towards England's bleſſed Shozr, 

Or turn our Stern upon a dreadful Rock: 

Yet Aolus would not be Murtherer, 

But left that hateful Office unto thee. 

The pretty vaulting Sea refus'd to drown me, 

K nowing that thou wouldſt have me drown'd on fc; 

With Tears as falt as Sea, through thy unkindneis. 

The ſplitting Rocks cower'd in the ſinking Sands, 

And would not daſh me with their ragged Sides, 

Becaule thy flinty Heart, more hard than they, 

Might in thy Palace periſh Margaret: 

As tar as 1 could ken thy Chalky Cliffs, 

When from thy Shoar the Tempeſt beat us back, 

I ſtood upon the Hatches in the Storm, 

And when the dusky Sky began to rob 

My earneſt gaping fight of the Land's view, 

I took a coſtly Jewel from my Neck, 

A Heart it was, bound in with Diamonds, 

And threw it towards thy Land; the Sea receiy'd it, 

And ſo I wilh'd thy Body might my Heart: 

Ard even with this I loſt fair Englands view, 

And bid mine Eyes be packing with my Heart, 

And call'd them blind and dusky Spectacles, 

Fer loſing ken of Albion's wiſhed Coaſt. 

How often have I tempted Syffelt's Tongue 

(The Agent of thy foul Inconſtancy) 

J fit and watch me, as Aſcantus did, 

M hen he to madding Dido would unfold 

His Father's Acts, commenc'd in burning Trey. 

Am I not witcht like her? or thou not falſe like him? 

Ah me, I can ro more : Dye Margaret, 

For Henry weeps, that thou didſt live ſo long. 

Noiſe within. Enter Warwick, and many Common, 

Var, It is reported, mighty Sovereign, 

hat good Duke Humphry traiterouſly is murther'd : 


BY Sif 


The Ce 


That v 
And ca 
My ſel 


ntilht 


K. N 


Rut ho 


Enter | 
And co 

Var. 
With £ 

H. Hes 
My T. 
Some 
my! 


For Ju 


Pain u 
With t 
Upon! 


Iso tel 


And w 
But al 


And tt 
What 
Vas 
A. 
For w 
For ſe 
ET 
With 
to tre 
do b 
pon 
Suf 
What 
Va 
Ott h 
Ofafl 
Berg 


King HENRY VI. A7 


By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beauford's means: 
The Commons, like an angry Hive of Bees 
That want their Leader, ſcatter up and down, 
Ard care not who they ſting in his Revenge, 
My {elt have calm'd their ſpleenful Mutiny, 


Untill they hear the order of his Death. 


K. Henry. That he is dead, good Warwick, tis too true, 


gut how he died, God knows, not Henry: 


Enter his Chamber, view his breathleſs Corps; 
And comment then upon his ſudden Death. 

Var. That I ſhall do, my Liege: Stay Salisbury, 
With the rude Multitude, *till 1 return. 

H. Henry. O thou that judgeſt all things,ſtay my Thoughts; 
My Thoughts, that labour to perſuade my Soul, 
Some violent Hands were laid on Haumphry's Lite: 
t my ſuſpect be falſe, forgive me God, 

For Judgment only doch belong to thee, 
Fain would I go to chate his paly Lips, 
With twenty thouſand Kifles, and to drain 
Upon his Face an Ocean of lalt Tears, 


Jo tell my Love unto his dumb deaf Trunk, 


And with my Fingers feel his Hand unfeeling : 
But all in vain are theſe-mean Oblequics. 
[ Bed with Gl»'ſter's Body put forth, 
And to ſurvey his dead and earthly Image: 
hat were it but to make my Sorrow greater? 
Var. Come hither, Gracibus Sovereign, view this Body. 
K. Henry. That is to ſee how deep my Grave is made. 
For with his Soul fled all my worldly tolace 
For ſeeing him, I lee my Life is Dea! 
Jar. As ſurely as my Soul intends co live 
With that dread King that took our tate upon him, 
To free us from his Father's wrathtu! Curie, 
do believe that violent Hands were laid, 
pon the Lite of this thrice-tamed Duke. 
Hef. A dreadful Oath, {worn with a folemn Tongue? 
What inſtance gives Lord Varwicł for his V ow ? 
Var. See how the Blood is ſettled in his Face. 
(it have I ſeen a timely parted Ghoit, 
Ofaſhy ſemblance, meager, pale, and bloodlels, 


Beirg all deſcended to the labouring Heart, wn 
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M ho in the Conflict that it holds with Death, 
Attracts the ſame for aid ance gainſt the Enemy, Tho' 
Which with the Heart there cools, and ne'er returnet! 1 Ia 
To bluſh and beautify the Cheek again. For e 
| But tee, his Face is black, and full of Blood, Is lla. 
His Eye- balls further out, than when he lived, Su 
Staring full ghaſtly, like a ſtrangled Man; Ifeve: 
His Hair up rear d, his Noſtrils ſtreteh'd with ſtruggling, W Thy 1 
His Hands abroad dilplay'd, as one that graſpt Some 
And tugg'd for Lite, 5 was by ſtrength ſubdued, Was g 
Look on the Sheets, his Hair, you lee is ſticking And n 
His well-proportion'd Beard, made rough and rugged, Wa 
Like to the Summer's Corn by Tempelt lodged : Ard 1 
It cannot be but he was murdered here, | Quitt 
The leaſt of all theſe ſigns were probable, And t! 
Suf. Why Warwick, who ſhould do the Duke to death : | wou 
My ſelf and Beau ford had him in protection, Make 
And we, I hope, Sirs, are no Murtherers. And {: 
Mar. But both of you have yow'd Duke Humphry's death, Chat t 
And you, torlooth, had the good Duke to keep: And a 
"Tis like you would not feaſt him like a Friend, Giye t 
And tis well ſeen he found an Enemy. Pernic 
C. Mar. Then you belike ſuſpect theſe Noblemer, Sf. 
As guilty of Duke Humphyy's timeleſs death. If trom 
Var. Who finds the Heifer dead, and bleeding freſh, ar 
And ices faſt by a Butcher with an Ax, Uw o 
But will ſuſpe& twas he that made the flaughter? And de 
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttock's Neſt, 3 
But may imagine how the Bird was dead, ta 
Although the Kite ſoar with unbloodied Beak? Thrice 
Even ſo ſuſpicious is this Tragedy. And he 
Q. Mar. Are you the Butcher, Safolb? where's the Kniſt? bote 
Is Beauſerd turn dea Kite ? where are his Talons: 
Suf. I wear no Knife, to {laughter ſleeping Men, . 
But heres a "vengeful Sword, ruſted with eale, Ente 
| That ſhall be ſcoured in his rancorous Heart, KA. J 
| That ſlanders me with Murther's Crimſon Badge, Your v 
| Say, it thou dar'tt, proud Lord of IWarwickſhire, Here it 
| That I am faulty in Duke Hampbrys death. Why, 
| ar. What dares not Warwick, if falſe Suffolk dare him. Sefs 
Le Mer, Re dare not calm his contumelious Spirit, det all 1 
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Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant Controller, 
Tho' Suffclk dare him twenty thouſand times, 

ar, Madam be ſtill; with reverence may I ſay, 
For every word you fpeak in bis behalf, 

Islander to your Royal Dignity. 

Suf. Blant-witied Lord, ignoble in demeanour, 
Ifever Lady wrong'd her Lord ſo much, 

Thy Mother took into her blameful Bed 

Some ſtern untutor d Churl; and noble Stock 

Was graft with Crab-tree ſlip, whole Fruit thou art, 
And never of the Nevi!'s Noble Race. 

Var. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 
Ard ſhould Ii rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thouſand Shames, 

And that my Sovereign's Preſence makes me mild, 
I would, falſe murd'rous Coward, on thy Knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy paſſed Speech, 

And lay, it was thy Mother that thou mcant'&; 
That thou thy ſelf was born in Baſtardy : 

And after all this fearful Homage done, 

Giye thee thy hire, and fend thy Soul to Hell, 
Pernicious Blood-lucker ot ſleeping Men. 

f. Thou ſhalt be waking, while I ſhed thy Blood, 
If trom this Preſence thou dar'ſt go with me. 

ar. Away even now, or Iwill drag thee hence, 
Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with thee, 

And do ſome ſervice to Duke Humphry's Ghoſt, _ | Exenurt, 

K. Henry. What ſtronger Breaſt- plate than a Heart un- 

tainted ? 
Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his Quarrel juit ; 
And he but raked, though lockt up in Steel, 
Whole Conſeience with Injuſtice is corrupted, 
[ A noiſe within, 


C. Mar, What noiſe is this? 
Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their Iloap.ns draw 
A. Henry, Why how now, Lords? 

Your wrathful Weapons drawn, 

Here in our Preſence! Dare you be fo bold > 

Way, what tumultuous clamour have we here? 

Sf. The trait'rous IVarmick with the Men of Bury, 

det all upon me, mighty Sovereign, 
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Enter Salisbury, 
Sal. Sirs, ſtand apart, the King ſhall know your Mind 
Dread Lord, the Commons ſend you word by me, 
Unleſs Lord Suffolk ſtrait be put to death, 
Or baniſhed fair England's Territories, 
They will by violence tear him from your Palace, 
And torture him with grievous lingring death, 
They lay, by him the good Duke Humphyy dy'd ; 
They lay, in him they fear your Highnels death 
And mere inſtin& of Love and Loyalty, 
Free from a ſtubborn oppoſite intent, 
As being thought to contradict your liking, 
Makes them thus forward in his Baniſument. 
They lay, incare of your moſt Royal Perſon, 
That if your Highneſs ſhould intend to fleep, 
And charge that no Man ſhould diſtu b your re, 
In pain of your Diſtike, or pain of Death; 
Yet notwithftanding ſuch a ſtrange Edict, 
Were there a Serpent ſeen with forked Tongue, 
That ſlyly glided towards your Majeſty, 
It were but neceſſary you were wak'd ; 
Leſt being ſuffer'd in that harmlets (lumber, 
The mortal Worm might make the Sleep Eternal, 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you whe're you will or no, 
From ſuch fell Serpents as falſe Suffolk is; 
With whole invenomed and fatal Sting, 
Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth, 


They lay, is ſhamefully berett of Lite. LSali b. WM Woul 
Commons within, An Anſwer from the King, my Lord cf I wor 
Suf. Tis like the Commons, rude unpolitht Hinds, As eu 

Could ſend ſuch Meſſage to their Sovereign: Deliy 

But you, my Lord, were glad to beemploy'd, With 

To ſhew how quaint an Orator you are, As lea 

But all the honour Salis bum hath won, My T 

Is, that he was the Lord Ambaſſador Mire 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King, Mine 
Within, An anſwer from the King, or we will all break in. Ay, e 
K. Henry. Go Salisbury and tell them all from me, And e 

I thank them for their tender loving care; Shou! 

And had I not been cited ſo by them, | Gall, 


Yet did I purpole as they do entreat K 
or 


nd, 


. 
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For ſure my Thoughts do hourly propheſie 
Miſchance unto my State by Suffo/k's mean. 
And therefore by his Majeſty I (wear, 
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Whoſe far- un worthy Deputy Jam, 
He ſhall not breathe Infection in this Air, 
But three Days longer on the pain of Death. 
2. Mar. Oh Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolt, 
K. Henry. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Sul. 
No more, I ſay; if thou doſt plead for him, 
Thou wilt but add inereaſe unto my Wrath. 
Had I but ſaid, I would have kept my Word; 
But wher I ſwear it is irrevocable: 
If after three Nays ſpace thou here he'ſt found, 
Or any Ground that | am Ruler of, 
The World ſhall not be Ranſome for thy Life. 
Come IWarwick, come good I ar wick, go with me; 
L have great matters to impart to thee, Exit. 
. Mar. Miſchance and Sorrow go along with you, 
Hearts Diſeontent, and ſour Affliction, 
Be Play-fellows to keep you company ; 
There's two of you, the Devil make a third, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your Steps. 
Suf. Ceaſe, gentle Queen, theſe Execrations, 
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 
©. Mar. Pie coward Woman, and ſoft-hearted Wretch, 
Haſt thou not Spirit to curſe thine Enemy ? 
Suf. A Plague upon them; wherefore ſhould I curſe 
them? | 
Would Curſes kill, as doth the Mandrakes groan, 
I would invent as bittec ſearching terms, 
As curſt, as harſh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through my fix2d Teeth, 
With tull as many figns of deadly Hate, 
As lean- fac d Envy in her loathlome Cave. 7 
My Tongue ſhould tumble in mine earneſt Words, 
Mine Eyes ſhould {parkle like the beaten Flint, | 
Mine Hair be fixt an end, as one diſtract : 
Ay, every Joint ſhould ſeem to Curie and Ban, 
And even now my burthen'd Heart would break, 
Should ! not curls them. Poiſon be their Drink, 
Gall, worſe than Gall, the daintieſt that they taſte, 
C 2 Their 
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Their ſweeteſt Shade, a Grove of Cypreſs Trees, 
Their chicfeſt Proſpect, murd'ring Baſilisks, 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as {mart as Lizards ſtings, 
Their Mulick, frightful as the Serpents hiſs, 

Ard boading Screech-Owls, make the Conlort full. 
All the toul Terrors in dark ſeated Hell 


C. Mar. Enough, ſweet Suffolk, thou torment'ſt thy , 


And theſe dread Curſes, like the Sun 'gainſt Glals, 
Or like an overcharged Gun, recoil, 
Ard turn the force of them upon thy ſelf, 


Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leave? 


Now by the Ground that I am baniſh'd from, 
Well could I curſe away a Winter's Night, 
Though ſtanding:naked on a Mountain top, 

VM here biting Cold would never let Grals grow, 
And thirk it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 


. Mar. Oh, let me intreat thee ceale, give methiy Hand, 


That I may dew it with my mourntul lears ; 
Jor let the Rain of Heay'n wet this place, 

To waſh away my woful Monuments, 

Oh, could this kiſs be printed in thy Hand, 

That thou might'ſ{ think upon thele by the Seal, 


Through whom a thouſand Sighs are breath'd for thee, 


So get thee gone, that I may know my Grief, 

* Tis but ſurmiz'd whilſt thou art ſtanding by, 
As one that Surfcits, thinking on a want : 

I] will repeal thee, or be well aſſur'd, 
Adventure to be baniſhed my ſelt. 

And baniſhed I am, it but from thee 

Go, ipeak not to me; even now be gore 
Oh go not yet 
Embrace, and kiſs, and take ten thouland Leaves, 
Leather a hundred times to part than die: 

Yet now farewel, and farewel Lite with thee. 

Suf. Ihus is poor Suffolk ten times baniſhed, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee, 
*Tis not the Land I care for, wert thou hence, 

A Wilderneſs is populous enough, | 
So Suffolk had thy heavenly Company. 
For where thou art, there is the World it ſelf, 
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| With every ſeveral Pleaſure in the World : 


I can no more 


And whiſpers to his Pillow, as to him, 


And where thou art nut Deſolation, 
Live thou to joy thy Life; 
My ſelf no Joy in ought, but that thou liy it. 
Enter Vaux. 

9. Mar. Whither goes Vaux ſo faſt? what News, I 
prithee 7 f a : 

aux, To lignihe unto his Majeſty, 
That Cardinal Beauferd is at the point of Death: 
For ſuddenly a grievous Sicknets took him, 
That makes him gaſp, and ſtare, and catch the Air, 
Blaſpheming God, and curing Men on Earth, 
Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Hamphry's Ghoſt 
Were by his ſide; ſometimes he calls the King, 


The ſecrets of his oyer-charged Soul: 
And I am lent to tell his Majeſty, 
Then even now he criesaloud for him, 
£2. Mar. Go tell this heavy Meſſage to the King. 
| Exit. 
Ay me! what is this World? what News are theſe ? 
Put wherefore grieve Hat an hour's poor loſs, 
Omittipg Suf:!t's Exile, my Soul's Treaſure ? 
V hy only Suff, mourn I not for thee, 
And with the Southern Clouds, contend in Tears, 
T heirs tor the Earths increaſ2 ; mine for my Sorrows» 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know'lt is coming, 
if thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 
S. It I depart from thee, I cannot live, 
And inthy fightto die, what where it elle, 
but like a pleaſant Slumber in thy Lap ?- 
Here cou d | breath my Soul into the Air, 
As mild and gentle, as th: Cradle-babe, 
Dying with Mother's Dug between its Lips. 


+ Where, from thy Sight, I ſhould be raging Mid, 


And ery out for thee to cloſe up mine Eyes; 

To have thee with ty Lips to ſtop my Mouth; 
do ſhouldſt thou either turn my fly ing Soul, 
Or i ſhould breath it ſo into thy Body, 


And then it liv'd in ſweet Elyſium, 


1th | 


Lo die by thee, were but to die in jeſt, 
3 From 
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From thee to die, were torture more than Death; 
Or let me ſtay, befal what may befal. | 
C. Mar. Away; though parting be a fretful Corroſic, 
Tt is applied.to a deathful Wound. 
To France, ſweet Suffolk; let me hear from thee: 
For whereloe*er thou art in this World's Globe, 
I'll have an iris that thall find thee out. 
Suff. J go. 
©. Mar. And take my Heart with thee, 
Suff. A Jewel lock'd into the woful'ſt Casket 
T hat eyer did contain a thing of worth, 
Even as a ſplitted Bark, ſo tunder We; 
1 lis way fall I to death. 

. Mar. This way for me. [ Exeunt feverai.;. 
Enter King Henry, Salisbury, * Warwick, tothe Card: 
in Bed. 

K. Henry. How fares my Lord? Speak Beauferd to tity 
Soveraign. 
Car. If thou beeſt Death, L'Il give thee England sTreaſure, 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch another Iſland, 
do thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 
K. Henry. Ah, what a fign it is of evil Liſe, 
here Death's approach is ſeen ſo terrible! 
War, Beaufcrd, it is thy Soveraign ſpeaks to thee, 
Car, Bring me unto my Trial when you will, 
Dy 'd he not in his Bed? where ſhould he die? 
Can make Men live where they will or no? 
Oh torture me no more, I will conſel —— 
Alive again? Then ſheiv me where he is: 
Vilgive a thouland Pound to look upon bin 
He hath no Eyes, the Duſt hath blinded them: 
Comb down his Hair; look, look, it ſtands upright, 
Like Lime twigs fet to catch my winged Soul ; 
Give me ſonie drink, and bid th' Apothecary 
Bring the.ſtrong Poiſon that I bought of him. 
K. Henry, O thou eternal Mover of the Heav'ns, 
Lock with a gentle Eye upon this Wretch, 
O beat away the buſie medling Fiend, 
That lays ſtrong s iege unto this Wretch's Soul, 
And from his Bulom purge this black deſpair. 
Var. See how tle Fangs of death do make him grin, 


Sal, 
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gal. Diſturb him not, let him paſs peaceably. 
K. Henry. Peace to his Soul, if God's good Plealure be. 
Lord Card'nal, if thou think ſt on Heav'n's blils, 
Hold up thy Hand, make ſignal of thy Hope, _ 
le dies, and makes no Sign ! Oh God forgive him. 
Var. So bad a Neath argues a monſtrous Lite. 
K. Henry. Forbear to judge, for we are Sinners all, 
Cloſe up his Eyes, and draw the Curtain cloſe, 
And let us all to Meditation. [ Exeunt, 


*, 


Alarum. Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes off, Enter Captain, 
Whitmore, and other Pirates, with Suffolk and others 


Priſoners. 
2 Cap. The gaudy blabbing and remorſeful Days 
Is crept into the Boſom ↄf the Sca: 
tity And now loud howling Wolyes arouſe the Jades 
| That drag the Trag ick melancholy Night : 
ure, Who with their drowlie, (low, and flagging Wings 


Cleap dead Mens Graves; and from their miſty Jaws, 

Breath foul contagious darkneſs in the Air: 

Therefore bring forth the Soldiers of our Prize, 

For whilſt our Pinnace anchors in the Downs, 

Here ſhall they make their Ranſom on the and, 

Or with their Blood ſtain this diſcoloured ſhore, 

Maſter, this Priſoner freely give i thee. 

Ard thou that art his Mate, make Boot of this: 

Ihe other, Walter Whitmore, is thy ſhare, 
i Gen. What is my Ranſom, Maſter, let me know. 
Ataſt. A thouſand Crowns, or elſe lay down your Head, 
Alate, Ardio much ſhall you give, or off goes yours, 
hit, What, think you much to pay 2000 Crowns, 

And bear the Name and Port of Gentlemen ? 

Cut both the Villains Throats, for die you ſhall : 

Nor can thoſe Lives which we have loſt in fight, 

Be counter-pois'd with ſuch a petty Sum. 
1 Gent. I'll give it, Sir, and therefore ſpare my Life. 
2 Gent. And lo will I, and write home for it ſtraight, 
bit. 1 loſt mine Eye in laying the Prize aboard, | 

And therefore to revenge it, ſhalt thou die; {To Suffolk, 


val, C4 And 
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And ſo ſhould theſe, if I might have my Will, 
Cap. Be not lo raſh, take Ranſom, let him live. 
Suf, Look on my Gecrge, I am a Gentleman, 

Rate me at what thou wilt, thou ſhalt be paid. 
Hit. And ſo am; my name is Halte, I hitmere. 


How now ? why ſta:t'it thou? what, doth death affris 


es 


Su. Thy name affrights me, in whoſe ſound is Deach. 


A cunning Man did calculate my Birth, 

And told me, that by Hater] ſhould die: 

Yet let not this make thee be Blood y-minded, 

hy name is Gaultier, being rightly ſounded. 
Het. Gaultier or Walter, which it is I care not, 

Ne'er vet did bate diſhonour blur our Name, 

Put with our Sword we whip'd away the blot. 

1 herefore, when Merchant-like I ſell Revenge, 

F roke be my Sword, my Arms torn and defac'd, 

Ard i proclaim'd a Howard through the World. 
Sf. Stay Ihitmere, for thy Priſoner is a Prince, 

The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. 
Whit, Ihe Luke of Saffelt muffled up in Rags! 
Sf, Ay, but theſe Rags are no part of the Duke, 
Cap. But de was rever flain asthou ſhalt be, 

O hſeure and low ſie Swain King Henry's Blood 
Stef. The honourable Blood of Lancaſter 

Mutt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded Groom: 

Hait thou not kiſs'd thy Hand, and held my Stirrop ? 

Lare-headed plodded by my Foot-cloth Mule, 

And thuught thee happy when I ſhock my Head. 

How ofte! haſt thou waited at my Cup, 

Fed from my Trencher, kreebd down on the Board, 

V hen have feaited with Queen Margaret? 

Rem mhe: it, and let it make thee Creſt-faln, 

Ay, and allay this thy abortive Pride: 

How inour youiding Lobby haſt thou ſtood, 

And duly waited for my coming torth ? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 

And there fore ſhall it charm thy riotous Tongue. 
F/1vit. Seak Captain, ſhall | ſtab the forlorn Swain? 
Cap. Firlt let my words ſtab him, as he hath me. 


Sie, Bale Slave, thy words are blunt, and ſo art thou. 
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Cap. Convey him hence, and on our Long-boat's fide, 
strike off his Head, 
Suſ. Thou dar'it not for thy own. 
Cap. Pocle, Sir Pocle? Lord? 
Ay kennel—puddle—ſink, whoſe filth and dirt 
Troubles the Silver Spring, where England drinks: 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning Mouth, 
For ſwallowirg up the Treaſure of the Real;n, 
Thy Lips that kiſe d the Queen, ſhall {weep the Ground 
And thou that ſmil dſt at good Duke Humphiy s Deaths. 
Againſt the ſenſeleſs Winds ſhalt grin in vain, 
V ho in contempt ſhall hils at thee again. 
And wedded be thou to the Hags of Hell, 
For daring, to affie a mighty Lord 
Unto the Daughter ot a worthleſs King, 
Having nor Subject, Wealth nor Diadem: 
Py deviliſh Policy art thou grown great, 
And like ambitious la over-gorg'd. 
With gobbets of thy Mother's bleeding Heart. 
By thee Anjou and Main were fold to France. 
The falle revolting Normens, thorough thee, 
Diſdain to call us Lord, and Picardie 
Hach flain their Governors, ſurpriz'd our Forts, 
And ſent the ragged Soldiers wounded home: 
The Princely IWarwick, and the Nevils all, 
Whoſe dreadful Swords were never drawn io vain, 
As hating thee, are riſing up in Arms. 
And now the Houle of Tk thruſt from the Crown, 
y ſhameful Murther of a guiltleſs King, 
\nd lofty proud incroaching Tyranny, 
purrs with revenging Fire, whoſe hop-ful Colour: 
Advance a half- fac d gun, ſtriving to ſhine ; 
Under the which is writ, /avitis nubi bas. 
[he Commons here in Kent are up in Arms, 
and to conclude, Reproach and Legga:y 


— 


And all by thee; away, convey him hence. 

Sf. O that I were a God, to ſhout forth Thurder 
Upon thele paltry, ſervile, abject Drudges: 
small Things make baſe Men proud. This Villain here, 
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M eing Captain of a Pinnace, threatens more 
1 han Bargulus, the ſtronz yrian Pyrate. 
Drones ſuck not Eagles Blood, but rob Bee-hives. 
It is impoſſible that I ſhould die 
By ſuch a lowly Vaſſal as thy ſelf. 
Thy Words move Rage, and not Remorſe in me: 
Igo of Meſſage from the Queen to France. 
I charge thee watt me ſafely croſs the Channel. 
Cap. alte... 
hit, Come Suffolk, I muſt waft thee to thy Death. 
Saf. Gelidus timor cccupat artus, it is thee I fear, 
Hit. Thou ſhalt have caule to fear before I leaye thee, 
M hat, are you daunted now? Now will you ſtoop ? 
1 Gent, My gracious Lord intreat him; ſpeak him fair. 
Suf. Suffelk's Imperial Tongue is ſtern and rough; 
Us'd to command, untaught to plead for fayour, 
Far be it, we ſhould honour ſuch as theſe 
With humble ſuit ; no, rather let my Head 
Stoop to the Block, then theſe Knees bow to any, 
Save to the God cf Heav'n, and to my King ; 
And fooner dance upon a bloody Pole, 
{han ſtand uncover'd to the vulgar Groom, 
1rue Nobility is exempt from fear: 
More can] bear, than you dare execute, 
Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no mor: 3 
Come Soldiers, ſhew what Cruelty ye can. 
Suf, That this my Death may never be forgot. 
Great Men oft die by vile Bezenians. 
A Roman Sworder, and Bandetto Slave 
Murder'd ſweet Tully. Brutus Baſtard Hand 
Pompey the Great; and Suffolk dies by Pirates, 
Exit Walter Whitmore with Suffv!!., 
Cap. And as for thele, whoſe Ranſom we haye ler, 
It is our Pleaſure one of them depart; 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 
Ex. Captain and the re, 
Manet the firſt Gent. Enter Whitmore with the Body, 
Nit. There let his Head and livelels Body lye. 
ntil the Queen his Miſtreſs bury it. | Exit Whitmc:s, 
1 Gert. O barbarous and bloody Spectacle ! 
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His Body will I bear unto the King: 

If he revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 

So will the Queen, that living held him dear, [ Exit, 
Enter Bevis and John Holland. | 

Bevis. Come and get thee a Sword, though made of a 
Lath; they have been up thele two Days. 

Hel. They have the more need to ſleep now then. 

Bevis, I tell thee Jack Cade the Clothier mears t dreſs 
the Commonwealth, and turn it, and ſet a new ;<ap up- 
on it. | 

I. So he had need, tis thread-bare. Well, I fay, 
it was neyer a merry World in England, fince Gentlemen 
came up. 

Be vis. O miſerable Age! Virtue is not regarded in 
Hand yeraſts Men. | 

Hol. The Nobility think ſcorn to go in Leather Aprons, 

Bevis. Nay more, the King's Council are no good 
Workmen. 

HI. True, and yet it is ſaid, Labour in thy Pocatien; 
which is as much as to ſay, let the Magiſtrates be labou- 
ring Men; and therefore ſhould we be Magiſtrates. 

Bevis, Thou haſt hit it; for there's no better ſign of a 
brave Mind, than a hard Hand. 

Hel. 1 fee them; I ſee them, there's Beſt's Son, the 
Tanner of Vingbam. 

Bevi s. He ſhall have the Skins of our Enemies, to make 
Dog's Leather of. 

Hol. And Dick the Butcher, 

Bevis. Then is Sin ſtruck down like an Ox, and Iniqui- 
ties Threat cut like a Calf. 

Hil. And Smith the Weaver. 

Bevis. Argo, their thread of Life is ſpun, 

Hol. Come, come, let's fall in with them. | 
Drum. Enter Cade, Dick th? Butcher, Smith the Nea- 
der, aud a Sawyer, with infinite Numbers. 

Cade. We Jabn Cade, fo term'd of our ſuppoſed Father, 

Dick. Or rather of ſtealing a Cade of Herriozs. 

Cade. For our Enemies ſhall fall hefore us, inſpired 
wi h the Spirit of putting down Kings and Princes; com- 
mand Silence. 
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Dick. Silence. 

Cade, My Father was a M timer 

Dick, He was an hoveſt Man, ard a good Bricklayer, 

Cad:, My Mother a Plantagenet : 

Dick, I knew her well, ſne was a Midwife. 

Cad. My Wife delcended of the Lacies 

Dick, She was indeed a Pedlar's Daughter, and ſold 
many Laces, 

[Feav. But now of late, not able to travel with her 
furr'd Packs, ſhe waſhes Bucks here at home, 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable Houſe. 

Dick. Ay by my Faith the Field is honourable, and 
there was he born, under a Hedge; for his Father had 
reer a Houle but the Cage. 

Cade, Valiant I am. 

Nrav. A mult needs, for Beggary is valiant. 

Cade, I am able to endure much. 

Nick, No queſtion of that; for I have ſeen him whip: 
three Market Days together. 

Cade. | fear neither Sword nor Fire, 

_O_ He need not fear the Sword, for his Coat is of 
proof. | 
Dick, But methinks he ſhould ſtand in fear of Fire, 
bcirg burnt i'th' hand for ſtealing of Sheep. 

Cade. Be brave then, for your Captain is brave, and 


vows Reformation. There {hall be in England (even halt 


penny Leaves {old for a penny: the three hoop'd Pot ſhall 
haye ten Hoops, and I will make it Felony to drink ſmail 
Beer. All the Realm ſhall be in Common, and in Cheap- 
Hide ſhall my Paltry go to Gials; and when I am King, 
as King I will be — 

All, God ſave your Majeſty. 

Cade, I thank you good Feople, There ſhall be no 
Mony, all ſhall eat and drink upon my Score, and I will 
apparel] them all in one Livery, that they may agree lile 
Erothers, and worſhip me their Lord. 

Dick, The firſt thing we do, let's kill all the Law- 
Vers. 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamentable 
thing, that the Skin of an innocert Lamb, ſhould be made 
Larchment; that Parchment being ſeribled o'er, er 
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3 undo a Man. Some ſay the Bee ſt ings, but I ſay, 'tis 
Bees Wax; for I did but ſeal once to a thing, ard I was 
never my own Man ſince. How now? Who is there? 
Enter a Clerk. 


Weave The Clerk of Chatham; he can Write and Read, 


and caſt Accompt. 

Cade. O monſtrous ! 

eau. We took him ſetting Boys Copies. 

Cade, Here's a Villain. 

rav. H'as 2 Book in his Pocket with red Letters in't. 

Cade. Nay, then he is a Conjurer. 

Dick, Nay, he can make Obligations, and write Court 
Hand. 

Cade, I am ſorry fort: The Man is a proper Man of 
mine Honour; unleſs I find him Guilty, he ſhall not die; 
Come hither, Sirrah, I muſt examine thee: What is thy 
Name ? 

. Clerk, Emanuel. 

Dick, They uſe to write it on the top of Letters: 
Twill go hard with you. 

Cade; Let me alone: Doſt thou uſe to write thy 
Name? Or haſt thou a Mark to thy ſelf, like an honeſt 
plain-dealing Man ? 

Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been fo well brought 
up, that I can write my Name. 


All. He hath confeſt, away with him; he is a Villain, 


and a Traitor. 

Cade, Away with him, I ſay: Hang him with his Pen 
and Ink-horn about his Neck. | Exit one with the Clerk. 
Euter Michael, 

Mich, W here is our General? 
Cade, Here I am, thou particular Fellow, 


Mich, Fly, fly, fly, Sir Humphry Stafford and his Bro- 


ther are hard by with the King's Forces. 

Cade, Stand Villain, ſtand, or I'll fell thee down; he 
ſhall be encountred wich a Man as good as himſelf. He is 
but a Knight, is a ? 

Mich. No. 

Cade, To equal him I will make my ſelf a Knight 
prelently; riſe up, Sir n Mortimer. Now have at 
him. 
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Enter Sir Humphry Stafford, and young Stafford, wit! 
Drum and Soldiers. 

Staf. Rebellious Hinds, the filth and ſcum of Kent, 
Mark d for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down, 
Home to your Cottages, forſake this Groom, 

The King is merciful if you revolt. 

7. Staff. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to Blood, 
If you go forward; therefore yield or die. 

Cade, As for theſe ſilkæn coated Slaves I paſs not, 

It is to _ good People, that I ſpeak, 
Over whom (in time to come) I hope to reign: 
For I am rightful Heir unto the Crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy Father was a Plaiſterer, 
And thou thy ſelf a Shearman, art thou not ? 

Cade, And Adam was a Gardener, 

J. Staf. And what of that ? 

Cade, Marry, this Edmond Mortimer Earl of arch, nur. 
ried the Duke of Clarence's Daughter, did he not? 

Staf. Ay, Sir. 

Cade, By her he had two Children at one birth. 

J. Staf. That's falſe, | 

Cade, Ay, there's the Queſtion; but I ſay, tis truc : 
The elder of them being put to Nurſe, 

Was by a Beggar-woman ſtoln away, 
And ignorant of his Birth and Parentage, 
Became a Bricklayer, when he came to age. 
His Son am I, deny it if you can, 

Dick. Nay, tis too true, therefore he ſhall be King. 

Weav. Sir, he made a Chimney in my Father's Heul, 
and the Bricks are alive at this Day to teſtify it; thereto!» 
deny it not. 

Staf. And will you credit this baſe Drudge's Words, 
that ſpeaks he knows not what ? 

All. Ay marry will we, therefore get you gone. 

T Staf. Jack Cade, the Duke of Tt hath taught yon 
this. 

Cade. He lies, for I invented it my ſelf, Go too, Sia, 
tell the King from me, That for his Father's lake, Hen 
the Fifth (in whole time Boys went to Span- counter r 
French Crowns) I am content he ſhall reign, but III 
Protector over him. 
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Dick. And furthermore, we'll have the Lord 8 278 


Head, for ſelling the Dukedom of Main. 


Cade, And good reaſon; for thereby is England maim'd, 
and fain to go with a Staff, but that my Puiſſance holds it 


up: Fellow Kings, I tell you that Lord Say hath gelded the 


Common- wealth, and made it an Eunuch; and more than 
that, he can ſpeak French, and therefore he is a Traytor. 

Staf. O groſs and miſerable Ignorance. 

Cade, Nay, anſwer if you can, the Frenchmen are our 
Enemies; go to then: I ask but this, Can he that ſpeaks 
with the Tongue of the Enemy be a good Councellor 
or no? 

All. No, no, and therefore we'll have his Head. 

J. Staf. Well, ſeeing gentle Words will not prevail, 
Aſſail them with the Army of the King. 

Staf. Herald away, and throughout every Town, 
Proclaim them Traitors that are up with Cade 
That thoſe which fly before the Battel ends, 

May, even in their Wives and Childrens ſight, 
Be hang'd up for Example at their Door; 
And you that be the King's Friends follow me. [ Exit. 

Cade. And you that love the Commons follow me; 
Now ſhew your (elves Men, tis for Liherty. 

We'll not leave one Lord, one Gentleman; 

Spare none, but ſuch as go in clouted Shoone, 

For they are thrifty honeſt Men, and ſuch 

As would (but they dare not) take our Parts. | 

Dick, They are all in order, and march towards us. 

Cade. But then are we in order, when we are moſt out 
of order. Come, march forward. 

Alarum to fight, wherein bith the Staffords are ſlain. 

Enter Cade and the reſt. 

Cade, Where's Dick, the Butcher of Aſhford ? 

Di k. Here, Sir. 

Cade, They fell before thee like Sheep and Oxen, and 
thou behaved'ſ thy (elf, as if thou hadſt been in thine own 
Slaughter-houle: Therefore thus I will reward thee, the 
Lent ſhall be as long again as it is, and thou ſhalt have a 
Licenſe to kill for a hundred lacking one, 

Dick, I deſire no more. | 

Cade, And to ſpeak Truth, thou deſery'ſt no leſs, This 
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Monument of the Victory will I bear, and the Bodies fa! 
be dragg'd at my Horle's heels, till 1 do come to Led a, 
where we will haye the Mayor's Sword born before us. 

Dick, It we mean to thrive and do good, break open che 
Gaols, and let out the Priſoners, 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's march. 
towards Lond:n. 
Enter King Henry with a Supplication, and Queen Mary- 

ret with Suffolk's Head, the Duke of- Buckingham, au, 

the Lord Say. 

9. Mar. Ott havel heard that Grief ſoftens the Mind, 
And makes it fearful and degenerate. 

Think therefore on Revenge and ceaſe to weep, 
But who can ceale to weep, and look on this? 
Here may his Head lie on my throbbing Breaſt : 
But where's the Body that I ſhould imbrace ? 

Buck, What Anſwer makes your Grace to the Rebe! 
Supplication ? 

K. Henry.. I'll ſend ſome Holy Biſhop to intreat ; 

For God forbid ſo many {imple Souls 

Should periſh by the Sword. Ard I my ſelf, 
Rather than bloody War ſhould cut them ſhort, 
Will parly with Jack Cade their General, 

But ſtay, I'll read it over once again. 

£2. Mar. Ah barbarous Villains! hath this lovely Face 

Rul'd like a wandring Planet over me, 

And could it not enforce them to relent, 

That were unworthy to behold the ſame ? 

_ - Lord Say, Jack Cad: hath ſworn to have thy 
cad, 

Say. Ay, but I hope your Highnets ſhall have his, 

K. Henry, How now, Madam? 

Still lamenting and mourning for Suffe!t's Death? 
I fear me, Love, if that I had been dead, 
Thou would'ſt not half have mourn'd ſo much for me. 
£. Mar. No, my Love, I ſhould not mourn, but die 
[ tor thee, 


Enter ia Meſſenger, 
K. Henry, How now? what News? Why com | thou 
[ in ſuch haſte 2 
Meſ. The Rebels are in Southwark; fly, my Lord: IT 
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act Cade proclaims himſelf Lord Mortimer, 
” Deſcended from the Duke of Clarence's Houle, 


And calls your Grace Uſurper openly, 
And vows to crown himlelt in 1/e/tminler, 
His Army isa ragged Multitude 
Of Hinds and Pealants, rude and mercileſs: 
Sir Humphry Stafford, and his Brother's Death, 
Hath given them Heart and Courage to proceed : 
All Schollars, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 
They call falle Caterpillers, and intend their death. 
R. Henry. O graceleſs Men they know not what they do. 
Buck, My gracious Lord, retire to Killing werth, 
Until a Power be rais'd to put them down, 
9. Mar. Ah! were the Duke of Syffolt now alive, 
Theie Kentiſh Rebels ſhould be ſoon appeas'd. 
K. Henry. Lord Say, the Traitors hate thee, 
Therefore away with us to K7/';zgworth. 
Say. So might your Grace's Per ſon be in danger 
The ſight of me is odious in their Eyes; 
And therefore in this City will 1 tay, + 
Ard live alone as ſecret as | may. 
Enter another V;eſſencer. 
2 Meſ. Jack Cad? hath gotten London- bridge, 
The Citizens fly him, and forſake their Houſes: 
4he Ralcal People, thirſting alter prey, 
Join with the Traitor, and they jointly ſwear 
Jo ſpoil the City, and your Royal Court. 
Buck, Then linger not, my Lord; away take Horſe. 
K. Henry. Come Marcaret, God, our hope, will ſuccour 
Us, 
C. Mar. My hope is gone, now & f is deceas'd, 
K. Henry. Farewe, my Lord, truſt not to Kentiſh Rebels, 
Buck. Truſt no Body, for fear you be betray'd. 
Say. The truſt I have is in mine Innocence, 
Ard therefore am I bold and reſolute. E xeunt, 
Enter Lord Scales wpcn the Tower walki ng. Then enter 
two or three Citizens below. 
Scales. How now ? ls Jazk Cade llain? 
1 Cit. No, my Lord, nor like to be lain : 
For they have won the Bridge, 
Killing all thoſe that withſtand them: 
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TheLord Mayor craves aid of your Honour from the Te. 
To defend the City from the Rebels, ; 
Scales. Such Aid as I can (pare you ſhall command, 

But I am troubled here with them my ſelf. 
The Rehels have aſſay'd to win the Tower. 

But get you into Smithfield, and gather Head, 
And thither will I ſend you Matthew Ge. 

Fight tor your King. your Country, and your Lives, 
And fo farewel, for I muſt hence again. [ Exeus;, 
Enter Jack Cade and the reſt, andſtrikes his Staff en 
London Stone. 

Cade, Now is Mertier Lord of this City, 
Ard here ſitting upon Londen Stones 
I charge and command, that of the City's coſt 
J he piſſing Conduit run nothing but Claret Wine 
The firſt Year of our Reign. 
And now henceforward it ſhall be Treaſon for any 
That calls me other than Lord Mortimer, 
Enter a Soldier running. 
Sol. Fack Cade, Jack Cade. 
Cade. Knock himdown there. [ Th:y bz” him, 
ev. Ifthis Fellow be wiſe, he'll never call you Jack 
Cade more, 1 think he hath a very fair warning. 
Dick. My Lord, there's an Army gathered together in 
Smithfield. 
Cade. Come, then, let's go fight with them: 
But firſt, go and ſet Tenden Bridge on Fire, 
And, if you can, burn down the Tower too. 

Come, let's away, [ Exeurt Onmes, 
Alarum, Matthew Goff is ſlain, and all the reſt, Then 
enter Jack Cade with his Company. 

Cade, So, Sirs: Now go ſome and pull down the Sava: 
Others to the Inns of Tourts, down with them all. 

Dick, L haye a Suit unto your Lordſhip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordſhip, thou ſhalt have it for that word, 

Dick, Only that the Laws of England may come out e 
your Mouth. 
John. Maſs, *twill be ſore Law then, for he was thru# 
in the Mouth with a Spear, and 'tis not whole yet. 

Smith. Nay, Jobn, it will be ſtinking Law, for his 
breath ſtinks with toſted Cheele, 4 
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' Cade. T have thought upon it, it ſhall be ſo. Away, 
purn all the Records of the Realm, my Mouth ſhall be 
the Parliament of England. | 

John. Then we are like to have biting Statutes, 


Unleſs his Teeth be- pull' d out. 


Cade, And hencetorward all things ſhall be in Com- 
mon. 

Eneer a Meſſenger. 

ef. My Lord, a prize, a prize, here's the Lord Say 
which (old the Town in France, he that made us pay one 
and twenty fifteens and one Shilling to the Pound, the 
haſt ſubſid y. 

Enter George with the Lord Say. 

Cade. Well, he ſhall be beheaded for it ten times. An 
thou Say, thou Serge, nay, thou Buckram Lord, now art 
thou within point-black of our Juriſdiction Regal. What 
canſt thou anſwer to my Majeſty for giving up of Nr man- 
dj unto Monſieur Baſtmecu, the Dauphin of France 2 Be 
it known unto thee by thele Preſents, even the preſence 
of Lord Mortimer, that I am the Belom that muſt ſiveep 


| the Court clean of ſuch filth as thou art: Thou haſt mot 
| traiterouſly corrupted the Youth of the Realm in ereting 
* a Grammar-School; and whereas before, our Fore-fathe.s 
| had no other Books but the Score and the Tally, thou haſt 


cauſed Printing to be uled, and contrary to the King, his 
Crown and Dignity, thou haſt built a Paper-Mill. It will 


de prov'd to thy Face, that thou haſt Men about thee, 
| that uſually talk of a Neun and a Verb, and ſuch abomin- 
able Words, as no Chriſtian Ear can endure to hear. Thou 


haſt appointed Juſtices of the Peace, to call poor Men be- 
fore them about Matters they were not able to anſwer. 
Moreover, thou haſt put them in priſon, and becaule they 
could not read, thou haſt hang'd them, when indeed, on- 
ly for that cauſe they have been moſt worthy to live. 
Thou doſt ride on a foot-cloth, doſt thou not? 

Say. What of that ? | 

Cade. Marry, thou ought'ſt not to let thy Horſe wear 
a Cloak, when heneſter Men than thou go in their Hole 
and Doublets ? 

Dick, And work in their Shirt too, as my ſelf for ex- 
ample, that am a Butcher, 

Say. 
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Say. You Men of Kent. 
Dick, What ſay you of Kent? 
Say. Nothing but this: Tis bona terra, mala gens 
Cade. Away with him, away with him, he ſpeaks t 
Say, Hear me but ſpeak, and bear me where you will, 
Kent, In the Commentaries Curt writ, 
Is term'd the civil it place of all this lle; 
Sweet is the Country, becauſe full of Riches, 
The People Liberal, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 
Which makes me hope thou art not void of Pity. 
I fold not Alain, I loit not Nermandy, 
Yet to recover them would loſe my Lite: 
Juſtice with tavour have l always done, 
Frayers ard Tears have mov d me, Gifts could rover; 
M hen have Icught exacted at your Hands? 
Ke;:t, to maintain, the King, the Realm and you, 
Large Gifts have 1 beſtow'd on learned Clerks, 
Pecauſe my Book preferr'd me to the King : 
And ſceirg Ignorance is the curſe of God, 
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we fy to Heaven, 
Unle!s you be pofleſt with deviliſh Spirits, 
Ye cannot but torbear to murther me: 
This Tongue hath parlied unto forcign Kings 
For your behoof. 
Cade, Tut, when ſtruck'ſt thou one Blow in the Fic! / 
Say. Great Men have reaching Hands; oft have I ſtruc! 
T hole that [ never law, and it: uck them dead. 
Gecrge, O monſtrous Coward | What, to come behind 
Folks ! 
Say. TheleChecks are pale with watching for your good. 
Cade. Give him a box o th' Ear, and that will mal 
em red again. 
Say. Long fiiting to determine poor Mens Cauſes, 
Hath made me full of Sickneis and Diſeales. 
Cade, Ye fhall have a hempen Caudle then, and the 
Help of a Hatchet, 
Dick, Why doſt thou quiver, Man? 
Say. The Palſie, and not Fear, provokes me, 
Cade, Nay he nods at us, as who ſhould lay, I'll he e- 
ven with you. I'll lee ifhis Head will ſtand ſteadier on- 
Pole 6x no: Take him away, and behead him. 
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Say, Tell me, wherein have I offended moſt ? 


Have | affeted Wealth or Honour? Speak. 


Are my Cheſts fill'd up with extorted Gold? 
I: my Apparel ſumptuous to behold ? 
W hom have l injur'd, that ye leek my Death? 


Theſe Hands are free from guiltlels Blood-thedding, 


This Breaſt from barbouring foul deceittul Thoughts. 
O let me live. 

Cade, I feel remorle in my ſel? with his Words; but I'll 
bridle it; he ſhall die, and it be but for pleadipg fo well 
for his Life. Away with him, he has a Familiar under 
his Tongue, he ſpeaks not a God's Name. Go, take hin 


away I lay, and ſtrike off his Head preiently, and then 


break into his Son-in-Law's Houle, Sir James Cromer, and 
ſtrike off his Head, and bring them both upon two Poles 
hither. 
J. It ſhall be done. 

Say. Ah Country-men, if when you make yourPray'rs, 
God ſhould be ſo obdurate as your telyes, 
How would it fare with your departed Souls? 
And therefore yet relent, and fave my Life, 

Cade. Away with him. ard do as] command ye: The 
proudeſt Feer of the Realm thai] not wear a Head on his 
Shoulders, unleſs he pay me Tribute; there ſhall not a 


Maid be married, but the ſhall pay me her Maidenhead 


cer they have it; Men ſhall hold of me in Capite. And 
we Charge and Command, that their Wives be as tree 
as Heart can wiſh, or Tongue can tell, 

Dick, My Lord, 
V hen ſhall we go to CHeapſi de, and take up Commodities 
upon our Bills? 

Cade, Marry preſently. 

All, O brave. 

Enter one with the Heads. 

Cade But is not this brave: 
Let them kils one another; for they lov'd well 
Vi hen they were alive: Now pa:t them again, 
Leit they conſult about the giving up 
Of lome more Towns in Hane. Soldiers, 
Dztcr the ſpoil of the City until Night, 
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For with theſe borne before us, inſtead-of Maces, 
M ill we ride through the Streets, and at every Corner 
Have them kiſs. Away. LExeumt, 
Alarum, and Retreat, Enter again Cade, and al hi; 
Rabblement, 

Cade. Up Fiſh-ſtreet, down St. Maynes Corner, kill and 

knock down, throw them into Thames. 
Sound a Parley. 
What Noile isthis J hear ? 
Dare any be fo bold to found Retreat or Parley, 
Whenl command them kill? 
Enter Buckingham, and od Clifford. 


Buck, Ay, here they be that dare and will diſturb thee, 


Know, Cade, we come Ambaſſadors trom the King 
Unto the Commons, whom thou haſt miſ-led, 
And here pronounce tree Pardon to them all, 
1 hat will forſake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif. What ſay ye, Country-men, will ye relent, 
And yield to Mercy, whil {t tis offered you, 
Or let a Rahble lead you to your Deaths ? 
Who loves the King, and will embrace his Pardon, 
Fling up his Cap, and ſay, God ſave his Majeſty ; 
Who hatethi him, and honours not his Father, 
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his Weapon at us, and paſs by. 

All, God ſave the King! God ſave the King 

Cade, What, Buckingham and Clifferd, are ye io brave? 
And you, baſe Peaſants, do you believe him? will you 
needs be hang'd with your Pardors about your Necks - 
Hath my Sword therefore broke through Lenden Gates, 
that you ſhould leave me at the White- Hart in Sout han 
thought you would never have given out theſe Arms till 
you had recovered your ancient Freedom: but you are 
all Recreants and Daſtards, and delight to live in Slave 
to the Nobility, Let them break your Backs with Bur- 
thens, taks your Houſes over your Heads, raviſh your 
Wives and Daughters before your Faces. For me, lui 
make thitt for one, and ſo God's Curſe light upon you a), 

All, We'll follow Cade. 


We'll follow Cade. 


Clif. Is Cade the Son of Henry the Fifth, That 
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That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him? 


Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 
And make the meaneſt of you Earls and Dukes? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to Aly to: 


Nor knows he ho to ive, but by the Spoil, 


Unleſs by robbing of your Friends, and us. 
Wer't not a ſhame, that whilſt you live at jar, 
The feartul French, whom you late yanquiſhed, 
Should make a ſtart o'er Seas, and yanquith you? 
Methinks already in this civil broil, 
I ſce them Lording it in Lendin Streets, 
Crying Villiago unto all they meet, 
Better ten thouſand bale born Cades miſcarry, 
Than you ſhould ſtoop unto a Freachman's Mercy, 
To France, to France, and ger what you have loſt ; 
Spare England, fur it is your native Coaſt, 
Henry hath oney, you are ſtrong and manly : 
God on our fide, doubt not of Victory. 

All, A Clifford! a Clifford 


We'll follow the King and Clifford. 


Cad?, Was ever Feather fo lightly blown to and fro, as 
this multitude ? The ame of Hen the Fitth hales them 
to an hundred Milchiefs, and makes them leave me de- 
folate, I fee them lay their Heads together to ſurprizz 
me, My Sword make way for me, for here is no ſtaying ; 
in deſpight of the Devils ard Hell, have through the very 
midſt of you; and Heavens and Honour be Witneſs, that 
no want of Reſolution in me, but only my Followers 
baſe and ignominious Treaſons make me b2take me to 
my Heels. Exit. 

Buck, What, is he fled? Go ſome and tol.cw him. 
And he that brings his Head unto the King, 


Shall have a thouland Crowns for his Reward, 
15 Exeunt ſ51:e of them. 
Follow me, Soldiers; we'll deviſe a mean 
Io reconcile you all unto the King. [ Exeunt 0191258, 
S:und Trumpets, Enter king Henry, Queen Margaret, 
and :emerict cn the T:rras. | 

K. Henry. Was ever King thatjoy'd an earthly Throne, 

And could command no more Content than I 7 


No 
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No ſooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
But | was made a King at nine Months old : 
Was never Subje& long'd to be a King, 
As I do long and wiſh to be a Subject. 
Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 
Buck, Health and glad Jidings to your Majeſty. 


K. Hen. Why Buckingham, is the Traitor Cade lurp!; i: 


Or is he but retir'd to make him ſtrong ? 
Enter Multitud:s with Halte s about th ir Necks, 


Clif, He is fled my Lord, and all his Powers do y id, 


And humbly thus with Halters on their Necks, 
Expect your Highneſs doom of Life or Death. 


K. Henry. Then, Heaven, ſet ope thy eyerlaſting Cates, 


To entertain my Vows of Thanks and praiſe. 
Soldiers, this day have you r2deem'd your Lives, 


And thew'd how well you love your Prince and Count:+: 


Continue (till in this ſo good a Mind, 
And Henn, thu he be unfortunate, 
Aſlure your ſelves will never be unkind : 
And to with Thanks and Pardon to you all, 
1 do diſmiſs you to your ſeveral Countries. 

All. God ſave the King, God ſave the King. 

Enter Meſſenger. 

Meſ. Pleaſe it yougg Grace to be advertiſed, 
The Duke of Nt is newly come from Ireland, 
And with a puiffant and mighty Power 
Of Gallow-glaſles and ſtout Kernes, 

Is marching hitherward in proud Array : 
And ſtill proclaimeth, as he comesalong, 
His Arms are only to remove trom thee 
The Duke of Somerſet, he terms a Traitor. 

K. Henry. Thus ſtands my State, *twixt Cade and /. 
Like to a Ship, that having *(cap' d a Tempeſt. [ diltreit, 
Is ſtrait way calim'd and boarded with a Pvrate, 
But now, is Cad? driven back, his Men diſpers'd, 
And now is T:rk in Arms to lecond him. 

I pray thee Buckingham, goand meet with him, 
And ack him what's the reaſon of theſe Arms: 
Tell him, I'll ſend Duke Edinund to the Tower, 
And Semerſet, we will commit thee thither, 
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? Until his Army be diſmiſt from him. 


Sow My Lords 
T'll yield my ſelf to Priſon willingly, 
Or unto Death to do my Country goed, 
K. Henry. Inany caſe be not too rough in Terms, 
For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard Language. 
Buck, I will, my Lord, and doubt not fo to deal, 


As all things ſhall redound unto your good. 


K. Henn. Come, Wife, let's in, and learn to govern better, 


For yet may England curſe my wretched Reign. 
[ Exeunt. 


Enter Jack Cade, 
Cade, Fy on Ambition; fy on my ſelf, that have a 


Sword, and yet am ready to famiſh, Theſe five Days 


haye I hid me in theſe Woods, and durſt not peep out, 
for all the Country is laid for me: But now am I fo hun- 
gry, that if I might have a leaſe of my Life for a thouſand 
Years, I could ſtay no longer. Wheretore on a Brick Wall 


have II climb'd into this Garden, to lee if I can cat Grals, 


or pick a Sallet another while, which is not amiſs to cool 
z Man's Stomach this hot Weather; and I think this word 
Salet was born to do me good, for many a time but for a 
Sallet, my Brain-pan had been cleft with a brown Bill; 
and many a time when J have been dry, and bravelymarch= 
ing, it hath ſerv'd me inſtead of a Quart-pot to drink in; 
and now the word Sallet muſt ſerye me to feed on. 
Enter Iden, 

Aen. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the Court, 
And may enjoy ſuch quiet Walks as thele ? 
This {mall Inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenteth me, and's worth a Monarchy, 
I ſeek not to wax great by others waining, 
Or gather Wealth I care rot with what Envy; 
Sufhceth, that J have, maintains my State, 
And ſends the Poor well pleaſed from my Gate. 

Cade, Here's the Lord of the Soil come to ſeize me for 
a Stray, for entring his Fee-timple without leave. Ah 
Villain, thou wilt betrav me, and get 1000 Crowns of the 
Kirg, by carrying my He.d to um, but I'll make thue 
eat ron Nix: an Oſtridge, and tallow my Sword like a 


great Fin, ere thou and I part. 
| D | Iden. 
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lden. Why, rude Companion, whatſac'er thou be, 2 
I know thee not, why then ſhould ! betray thee 7 _ 
Is't not enough to break into my Garden, Kent f 
And like a Thiet, to come to rob my Grounds, he WW. 
Climbing my Walls in ſpight of me the Owner, OG 
But thou wilt brave me with theſe ſawey Terms? N 
Cade, Brave thee? Ay, by the beſt Blood that ever was Pie = 
broach'd, and beard thee too. Look on me well, I lye hay; a 
cat no Meat theſe five Days, yet come thou and thy fiye 80 wi 
Men, and if I do not leave you as dead as a door Na'l, | Heuer 
pray God I may never eat Grals more. 6 
Iden. Nay, it ſhall ne'er be ſaid, while Encland ſtands; WW And t 
That Alexander Iden, an Eſquire of Kent, hie 
T ock odds to combat a poor famiſh'd Man. Leavi 
| Oppoſe thy ſtedfaſt gazing Eyes to mine, : 
| See it thou canſt out-tace me with thy Looks: . 
. Set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the leiſer: 
1 Thy Hand is but a Finger to my Fiſt, P 
+ Thy Leg a Stick compared with this Trurcheon, A * 
[| My Foot ſhall fight with all the ſtrength thou haſt, Ri 
And it mire Arm be heaved in the Air, 105 
if Thy Grave is digg'd already in the Earth: ak 
| As for more Words, whoſe greatneſs anſwers Words, I-32 f 
| Let this my Sword report what Speech forbears. Thi 
| Cade. By my Valour; the moſt complcat Champlor f - 
il that ever | heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cut We 
| not out the burly bon'd Clown in Chines of Beet, ce * 
3 thou ficep in thy Sheath, I beleech Jove on my Knee: 0 . 
| | thou ma) ſt be turned into Hobnails, ran 
4 Here they Fight. Who 
1 O Iam ſlain! Famine and no other hath ſlain me, let ter "_ 
| thouland Devils come againſt me, and give me but the TW 
ten Meals 1 have loſt, and I'd deke them all. Wither Arti 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that du 7 
|. 3 in this Houle, becaule the unconquer'd Soul of Cad. To] 
f is fled. 
| Iden. Ist Cade that I have lain, that monſtrous Traitor - 2 
' Sword, I will hollow thee for this thy Deed, 850 


Ard hang thee o'er my Tomb when 1 am dead. Or 
Ne er ſhall this Blood be wiped from thy Point, « 
uf 


King HENRY VI. 75 


But thou ſhalt wear it as a Herald's Coat, 
To emblaze the Honour which thy Matter got. 

Cade. Iden farewel, and be proud of thy Victory: Tell 
Kent from me, ſhe hath loſt her beſt Man, and exhort all 
the Word to be Cowards; for I tha: never fear'd any, am 
vanquiſh'd by Famine, not by Valour. [Dies. 

den. How much thou wrong ſt me, ileav*n be my judge; 
Die, damned Wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee : 
And as I thruſt thy Body in with my Sword, 

So wiſh I, I might thruſt thy Soul to Jel!. 
Hence will l drag thee headlong by the Heels 
Unto a DNunghi!l, which thall he thy Crave, 
And there cut off thy molt urgracicus 'Jcad, 

V hich I will bear in Jriumph to the King, 


Leaying thy Trunk for Crows to feed upon. [ Exi#, 
Enter York, and his Army of iriſh, with Drum and 
| Colours, 


Nr. From Jrelandthus comes Work to claim his Ri Zlit, 

And pluck the Crown from feeble Henrys Head, 

Ring Bells aloud, burn Bonhres clear and bright, 

To entertain great England's lawful King, 

Ah Santa Majeftas | who would not buy thee dear ? 

Let them obey that know not how to Rule, 

T his hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 

I cannot give due Action to my Words, 

Except a >word or Scepter ballance it. 

A Scepter ihall it have, have Ia Soul, 

On which I'Il toſs the Flower-de-Luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Whom have we here ? Buckingham to diſturb me ? 

The King hath ſent him ſure : 1 muſt diſſemble. 
Buck, Fre, if thou meaneſt well, | greet thee well. 
Work. Humphry of Butkingham, | accept thy greeting. 

Art thou a Meſſenger, or come of Fleaſure ? 

Buck, A Meſſenger from Henry our dread Liege, 

To know the r alon of theſe Arms in peace? 

Or why, thou beirg a Subject, as am, 

Againſt thy Oath, and true Allegiance ſworn, 

Should raiſe fo great a Power without his Leave? 

Or dare to bring thy Force lo near the Court? 

D 2 Tt. 
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lden. Why, rude Companion, whatſac'er thou be, 
I know thee not, why then ſhould | betray thee ? 
Is't not enough to break into my Garden, 

And like a Thiet, to come to rob my Grounds, 
Climbing my Wallsin ſpight of me the Owner, 
But thou wilt brave me with theſe ſawey Terms? 

Cade, Brave thee ? Ay, by the beſt Blood that ever was 
broach'd, and beard thee too. Look on me well, I have 
eat no Meat theſe hve Days, yet come thou and thy five 
Men, and if I do not leave you as dead as a door Na'l, | 
pray God I may never eat Grals more. 

lden. Nay, it ſhall n&er be ſaid, while England ſtands, 
That Alexander Iden, an Eſquire of Kent, 

T ook odds to combat a poor famiſh'd Man. 
Oppole thy ſtedfaſt gazing Eyes to mine, 

See it thou canſt out- face me with thy Looks: 

Set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the leiſer: 

Thy Hand is but a Finger to my Fiſt, 

Thy Leg a Stick compared with this Truncheon, 
My Foot ſhall fight with all the ſtrength thou haſt, 
And it mire Arm be heaved in the Air, 

Thy Grave is digg'd already in the Earth: 

As for more Words, whoſe greatneſs anſwers Words, 
Let this my Sword report what Speech forbears. 

Cade. By my Valour ; the moſt compleat Champlor 
that ever I heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cu 
not out the burly bond Clown in Chines of Beet, ce: 
thou fieep in thy Sheath, I beſeech Jove on my Knee: 
thou may'it be turned into Hobnails, 


Here they Fight. 


O lam flain! Famine and no other hath flain me, let ten 
thouland Devils come againſt me, and give me but the 
ten Meals 1 have loſt, and I'd deke them all. Wither 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that du 
3 in this Houle, becauſe the unconquer'd Soul of Cad 
is fled. 

Iden. Ist Cade that I have (lain, that monſtrous Traitor : 
Sword, 1 will hollow thee for this thy Deed, 
And hang thee o'er my Tomb when 1 am dead. 
Ne er ſhall this Blood be wiped from thy Point, 5 
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But thou ſhalt wear it as a Herald's Coat, 
' Toemblaze the Honour which thy Matter got. 
' Cade, Idenfarewel, and be proud of thy Victory: Tell 
Kent from me, ſhe hath loſt her beſt Man, and exhort all 
the Word to be Cowards; for I that neyerfear'd any, am 
vangquiſh'd by Famine, not by Valvur, [Dies. 
den. How much thou wrong'ſt me, ſeav'n be my judge; 
15 Die, damned Wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee : 
” And as I thruſt thy Body in with my Sword, 
2 So wiſh I, I might thruſt thy Soul to ell. 
l Hence will I drag thee headlong by the Heels 
Unto a Dunghi!l, which thall be thy Crave, 
" And there cut off thy molt urgracicus Jicad, 
V hich I will bear in Jriumph to the King, 
Leaving thy Trunk for Crows to feed upon. [ Exit. 


Enter York, and his Army of iriſh, with Drum and 
Ctl:urs. 


75 


Trk. From Freland thus comes Terk to claim his Riglit, 

And pluck the Crown from feeble Henry's Head. 
Ring Bells aloud, burn Bonhres clear and bright, 
To entertain great England's lawful H ing. 
Ah Sancta Majeſtas | who would not buy thee dear ? 
Let them obey that know not how to Rule, 
This hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 
I cannot give dus Action to my Words, 
Except a >word or Scepter ballance it. 
A Scepter ſhall it have, have l a Soul, 
On which I'll toſs the Flower-de-Luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham. 
Whom have we here ? Buckingham to diſturb me ? 
The King hath ſent him ſure: 1 muſt diſſemble. 

Buck, T'rk, if thou meaneſt well, | greet thee well. 
; Work. Humphry of Buckingham, | accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a Meſſenger, or come of Flealure ? 
* Buck, A Meſſenger from Henry our dread Liege, 
p To know the r alon of thele Arms in peace ? 
: Or why, thou beirg a Subject, as am, 
| Againſt thy Oath, and true Allegiance [worn, 
Shouid raiſe ſo great a Power without his Leave? 
Or dare to bring thy Force ſo near the Court ? 
D 2 Tk. 
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Prk. Scarce ean I ſpeak, my Choler is ſo great. 
Oh, I could hew up Rocks, and fight with Flint, 
I am fo angry at theſe abje& Terms. 

And now like Ajax Telameinius, 

On Sheep or Oxencould | ipend my Fury. 

I am far better born than is the King: 

More like a King, more Kingly in my Thoughts, 
But I muſt make fair Weather yet a while, 

"Till Henny be more weak, and | more ſtrong, [ Af des 
O Buckingham ! | prethee pardon me, 

That have given no Antiwver all this while; 

My Mind was troubled with deep Melarcholy. 
The cauſe why I have brought this Army hither, 
Is to remove proud Smerſet from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State, 

Buck, T hat is too much Pre ſumption on thy Part; 
Rut if thy Arms be to no other end, 

The King hath yielded unto thy Demand: 
The Duke of Somerſet is in the Tower, 

Til. Upon thine Honour, is he Friloner ? 

Buck, Upon mine Honour he is Priſoner. 

Tk, Then, Bacbingbam, I do diſmiſs my Powers. 
Soldiers, I thank you all; diſperſe your ſelves; 
Meet me to marrow in St. George's Field, 

You ſhall have Pay, and every thing you wiſh, 
And let my Sovereign, virtuous Heary 

Command my eldeit Son, nay all my Sons, 

As Pledges of my Fealty and my Love. 

FI! tend them all as willing as 1 live 

Lands, Goods, Horle, Armour, any thing I have 
Is his to uſe, fo Semerſet may die. 

Buck. York, 1 commend this kind Submiſſion, 
We twain will go into his Highneſs Tent. 


Enter King Henry and Attendants. 


K. Henry. Buckingham, doth Terk intend no harm to us, 
That thus he marcheth with thee Arm in Arm? 
Wk, In all ſubmiſſion and humility, 
T doth preſent himſelf unto your Highnels. 
K. Henry, Then what intend theleForces thou doſt brir: 
Ny. To have the Traitor Scmerſet from hence, 
Ani 


Iden 
A poo 
Buc 
He we 
K. 
We gi 
1 
Ide 
And ne 


K. 
Go bic 


B Dy 


Tok 
Then, 
And le 
Sha'l ] 
Falſe ] 
k now! 
King « 
Not hi 
Winch 
hat! 
Ihy r 
Anden 
That 


King HENRY VI. 77 
And fight againſt that monſtrous Rebel Cade, 
„ hom fince I heard to be diſcomſited. 
Enter Iden with Cade's Head. 
den. If one ſo rude, and of fo mean Condition 
May pals into the Preſence of a King; 
Jo, | preſent your Grace a Traitor's Head, 
The Head of Cade, whom I in Combat llew. 2 
K. Henry.. The Head of Cade ? great God! how juſt 
art thou? 
O let me view his Viſage being dead, 
That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble. 


Tel! me, my Friend, art thou the Man that flew him? [" 
Iden. 1 was, an't like your Majeſty. ; 
K. Henry. How art thou call'd? And what is thy Degree? | 


lden. Alexander Iden, that's my Name, 
A poor Eſquire of Kent that loves the King. 
Buck. So pleaſe it you, my Lord, *twere not amiſs 
He were created Knight for his good Service. 
K. Henry. Iden, kneel down; riſe up a Knight: 
We give thee for Reward a thouſand Ma ks, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 
Idea. May Iden live to merit ſuch 2 Bounty, 
And never live but true unto his Liege. 
Enter Queen Margaret and Somerlet. 
K. Henry. eeBuckingham,Somerſet comes with the Queer; 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 
Mar. For thouland Yes he ſhall not hide his Head, 
But boldly ſtand and front him to his Face, 
Wt. How now? Is Somerſet at liberty? 
Then, T:rk, unlooſe thy long impriſoned Thoughts, 
And let thy Tongue be equal with thy Heart. 
Sha] 1 endure the fight of Somerſet ? 
Falſe King, why halt thou broken Faith with me, 
knowing how hardly I can brook abuſe ? 
King did I call thee 2 No, thou art no King: þ; 
Not fit to govern and rule Multitudes, | 
b 


Which durit not, no nor canſt rot rule a Traitor, | 
{nit Held oi thine duth not becume a Crown: | | 
Iny Hand is made to gralp a Palmer's Staff, | j 
And rot to grace an awtul Prircely Scepter. { 
434; Sed malt round eogirt thyis Brows vi mine, F 
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Whoſe ſmile and frown, like to Achilles Spear, 

Is able with the change to kill and cure. 

Here is a Hand to hold a Scepter up, 

And with the ſame to act controlling Laws: 

Give place; by Heav'n thou ſhalt rule no more 

O'er him whom Heay'n created for thy Ruler. 
Sem. O monſtrous Traytor! I arreſt thee Nuk, 

Of Capital Treaſon 'gainſt the King and Crown; 

Obey, audacious Tray tor, kneel for Grace. 
Tr. Would'ſt have me kneel ? Firſt, let me ask o 

If they can brook, I bow a knee to Man! 

Sirrah, call in my Sons to be my Bail: 

I know, ere they will let me go to ward, 


f thee, 


They'll pawn their Swords for my Enfranchiſement, 
Mar. Call hither Clifford, bid him come amain, 


To ſay, if that the Baſtard Boys of Trł 

Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father, 
Nrk. O Blood belpotted Neapolitan, 

Out-caſt of Naples, England's bloody Scourge; 

The Sons of Terk, thy Betters in their Birth, 

Shall be their Father's Bail, and bane to thofe 

T hat for my Surety will refuſe the Boys. 

Enter Edward andRichard. 


See where they come, I'll warrant they'll make it good, 


Enter Clifford, 


Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny their Bail. 


Cliff. Health and all Happineſs to my Lord the K 


ing. 


Tk. I thank thee, Clifford, Say, what News with thee ? 


Nay, do not fright me with an angry Look: 
We are thy Sovereign, Clifford, kneel again; 
For thy miſtaking fo, we pardon thee, 
Clif. This is my King, Tit, I do not miſtake, 
Rut thou miſtak ſt me much to think I do; 
To Bedlam with him, is the man grown mad? 


K. Henry, Ay, Clifferd, a Bedlam and ambitious humout 


Makes him oppoſe himſelf againſt his King. 

Clif. He is a Traitor, let him to the Iewer, 
And crop away that fa&ious Pate of his. 

Q. Mar. He is arreſted, hut will not obey ; 
Ris Sons, he lays, ſhall give their Words for him. 


Nik, 


King Henxy VI. 79 


7%. Will you not, Sons? : 
E. Plan. Ay, noble Father, if our Words will ſerve. 
Re. Plan, And if Words will not, then our Weapons ſhall, 
Clif. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here ? 
Pr. Look ina Glaſs, and call thy Image fo. 
Tam the King, and thou a falſe-heart Traitor 
Call hither to the Stake my two brave Bears, 
That with the very ſhaking of their Chains 
They may aſtoniſh thele fel]-lurking Curs : 
Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me. 
Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salizbury, 
Clif. Are theſe thy Bears? We'll beat thy Bears to death. 
And manacle the Bearard in their Chains, 
If thou dar'ſt bring them to the baiting place, 
R. Plan. Oft have | ſeen a hot o'er weening Cur 
Run back and bite, becduſe he was with-held, 
Who being ſuffer d with the Bear's fell Paw, 
Hath clapt his Tail betwixt his Legs and cry d: 
And ſuch a piece of Service will you do, 
If you oppoſe your {elves to match Lord Warwzck, 
; Clif. Hence, heap of Wrath, foul indigeſted Lump, 
As crooked in thy Manners, as thy Shape. 
Tork, Nay, we ſhall heat you thoroughly anon. 


Clif. Take heed, leſt by your heat you burn your ſelves, 


K. Henry. Why, Warwick, hath thy Knee forgot to bow? 
Old Salisbury, ſhame to thy Silver Hair, 
Thou mad Miſ-leader of thy Brain-fick Son, 
What, wilt thou on thy Death-bed play the Ruffian? 
And ſeek for Sorrow with thy Spectacles? 
Oh where is Faith? Oh where is Loyalcy e 
If it be bani{h'd from the froſty Head, 
Where ſhall it find a Harbour in the Earth ? 
Wilt thou go dig a Grave to find out War, 
And ſhame thine honourable Age with Blood? 
Why art thou old, and want'ſt Experience? 
Or wherefore doſt abuſe it, if thou haſt it? 
For ſhame, in duty bend thy Knee to me, 
That bows unto the Grave with milky Age. 
Sal. My Lord, I have conſidered with my ſelf, 
The Title of this moſt renowned Duke, 


And 
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And in my Conſcience do repute his Grace, 
The rightſu] Heir to England's Royal Seat, 
K. Henry, Haſt thou not (worn Allegiance unto me 
Sal. I have, 
K. Henry, Canſt thou diſpence with Heayen for ſuc!: ;- 
Sal. It is great Sin to ſwear unto a Sin z [ Oath? 
But greater ↄin to keep a ſinful Oath : 
Who can be bound by any ſolemn Vow: 
To do a murd'rous Deed, to roba Man, 
To force a ſpotleſs Virgin's Chaſtity, 
To reaye the Orphan of his Patrimony, 
To wring the Widow from her cuſtont'd Right, 
And have no other reaſon for his wrong, 
But that he was bound by a ſolemn Oath ? 
O. Mar. A ſubtle Traitor needs no Sophiſter.. 
K. Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himſelf; 
Ty. Call Buckingham, and all the Friends thou haſt, 
I am refolv'd for Death or Dignity. 


01d Clif. The firſt, I warrant thee; if Dreams prove true. 


War. You were beſt go to Bed, and dream again, 
To keep thee from the I empeſt ofthe Field. 

OldClif. I am relolv'd to bear a greater Storm, 
Than any thou eanſt Conjure up to day: 
And that I'll write upon thy Burgonet, 
Might. I but.know thee by thy Houſe's Badge. 

Mar. Now by my Father's Badge, old Nevi“s Creſt ; 
The rampant Bear chain'd tothe ragged Staff, 
This day i'll wear aloft my Burgonet, 
As on a Mountain Top, the Cedar ſhews, 
That keeps his Leaves in ſpight of any Storm, 
Even to affright thee with the view thereof. 

Old Clif. And from thy Burgoret I'll rend thy Bear, 
Ard tread it under foot with all contempt, 
Deſpight the Bearard, that protects the Bear. 

J. Clif. Ando to Arms, vigorious noble Father, 
To quel the Rebels and their Comptices. | 

R. Plau. Fie, Charity tor ſhame, ſpeak not in ſpight, 
For you ſhall ſup with Jeſu Chriit to Night. 

J. Clif. F 5 Stigmatick, that's mo:e than thou cart 
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R. Plan. If not in Heay'n you'll ſurely ſup in Hell. 
[ Exeunt, 
Enter Warwick, 
Var. Clifford of Cumberland, tis M arwicł calls; 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the Bear. 
Now when the angry Trumpet ſounds Alarum, 
And dying Mens cries do nll the empty Air, 
Clifford, I ſay, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northern Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
iarwick is hoarſe with calling thee to Arms. 
Euter York. 
Var. How now, my noble Lord? what all a foot ? 
Tl. The deadly handed Cliff.rd flew my Steed: 
But match to match I have encountred him, 
And made a prey for Carrion, Kites and Crows, 
Even of the bonny Beaſt he lov'd ſo well, 
Enter Clifford, 
Var. Of one or both of us the time is come. 
Tri. Hold Warwick: ſeek thee out ſome other Chaſe, 
For I my ſelfmuſt hunt this Deer to death. 
War. Then nobly Terk, tis for a Crown thou fight'ſt: 
As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to day, 
It grieves my Soul to leave thee unaſſail d. {[ Exit War. 
Cliff. What ſeeſt thou in me, T:? 
Why doſt thou pauſe ? 
Pri. With thy brave bearing ſhould I be in Love, 
But that thou art ſo {aſt mine Enemy, 
Clif. Nor ſhould thy Proweſs want praiſe and eſteem, 
Put that 'tis ſhewn ignobly, and in Treaſon, 
Nr. So let ithelp me now againit thy Sword, 
As 1 in Juſtice, and true Right expreſs it. 
Cliff. My Soul and Body on the Action both. 
Vr. A dreadtul lay, addrels thee inſtantly. 
Clif, La fin Corronne les æuvres. [Dies. 
T:rk, IJhus M ar hath given thee peace, for thou art (till; 
Peace with his Soul, Heav'n, if it be thy will. 
En er ycung Clifford. 
J. Clif. Shame and Confuſion, all is on the rout, 
Fear frames dilorder, and diſorder wounds 
Mhere it ſhould guard, O War! thou Son of Hell, 
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Whom angry Heay'ns do make their Miniſter, 
Throw in the frozen boſoms of dur Part, 

Hot Coals of Vengeance, Let no Soldiers flie. 
He that is ti uly dedicate to War 

Hath no Selt-loye ; nor he that loves himſelf, 
Hath not eſſentially, but by circumſtance, 

The name of Valour, O let the vile World end, 
And the premiſed Flames of the laſt day, 

Knit Earth and Heay'n together. 

No; let the general Trumpet blow his blaſt, 
Particularities, and petty ſounds 

Jo ceaſe. M aſt thou ordained, O dear Father, 
To loſe thy Youth in Feace, and to atchieve 

J he Silver Livery cf adviſed Age. 

And in thy Reverence, ard thy Chair-days, thus 
Jo die in Rufhan Battel? Even at this ſizht, 

iy Heart is turn'd to Stone ; and while tis mine, 

It ſhall be ſtony, Tk not our old Men ſpares: 
No more will I their Babes, Tears Virginal, 
Shall be to me, even as the New to Fire ; 

And Beauty, that the T'yrant oft rec'aims, 

Shall to my flaming Wrath, be Oil and Flax. 
Hencetorth, I will not have to do with pity, 
Meet I an Infant of the Houſe of Tk, 
Into as many gobbits will I cut it, 

As wild Medea, young Abſirtus did. 

In Cruelty will 1 ſeek out iny Fame. 

Come thou new ruin of old Clifford s Houicz : 

As did Zneas old Anchiſes bear, 

So bear | thze upon my manly Shoulders; 
But then Aneas bare a living load; 

Nothing io heavy as theſe woes of mine; [ Exit, 


Enter Richard Platagenet, and Somerſet to fight. 


R. Plan So, lye thou there : [ Somerſet is Ei d. 
For underneath an Ale-houſe paltry Sign, 
The Caſtie in St. Albans, Somerſet 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his Death; 
Sword hold thy Lemper; Heart, be wrathful ſtill: 
Prieſts pray for Enemies, but Princes kill. 5 
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Figbt, Excurſions, Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, 
and thers. 
0. Mar. Away, my Lord, you are flow, for ſhame a- 
ay. 
v K. Henry. Can we out- run the Heay'ns? Good Mar- 
caret, ſtay. : 
® 0. Mar, What are you made of? You'll not fight nor fly: 
Now is it Manhood, Wiſdom, and Defence, 
T give the Enemy Way, and to ſecure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly: 


[ Alarum afar i. . 
If you be ta'en, we then ſhould ſee the bottom 1 
Of all our Fortunes; but if we haply ſcape, 0 
As well we may, it not through your neglect, | 


We ſhall to London get, where you are lov'd, 
And where this breach now in our Fortune s made, 
May readily be ſtopt. 

Enter Cliford. 


Clif. But that my heart's on future Miſchief ſet. 
| would ſpeak Blaiphemy ere bid you fly; 
But fly you muſt: Uncurable diſcomfit 
Reigus in the Hearts of all our preſent parts. 
Away for your relief, and we will live 
To lee their Day, and them our tortune give, 
Away my Lord, away. [Exe unt. 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Vork, Richard Plantagenet, War- 
wick, and Soldiers with Drum and C lours. 


Nuk. Of Salisbury, who can report of him, 
That Winter | ion, who in Rage forgets 
Aged Contuſions, and all bruſh of time : 
And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth, 
Repairs him with oecaſion. This happy day 
Is not itlelf, nor have we won one Foot, 
It Sal;sbury be loſt. 4 
R. Plan. My noble Father, j 
Three times to day I hope him to his Horſe, 9 
Three times beſtrid him; thrice I led him off, } 


Lerſwaded him from any further Act: N 
But ſtil where Danger was, ili l there 1 met him, | 
And like rich Hangings in an homely Houle, 


So 
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So was his Will in his old feeble Body. 
Put noble as heis, look where he comes, 
Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. Now, by my Sword, well haſt thou fought to dan; 
By th' Maſs ſo did we all. I thank you Richard. 
God knows how long it is | have to live 
And it hath pleas'd him that three times to day 
You have defended me from imminent Death. 

Well Lords, we have not got that which we haye, 
*Tis not enough our Foes are this time fled, 
Being oppoſites of ſuch repairing Nature. 
Ty. I know our ſafety is to follow them, 
For, as I hear, the King is fled to Lond.n, 
To cal! a pre ſent Court of Parliament. 
Let us purſue him ere the Writs go forth. 
M hat lays Lord Varwicł, ſhall we after them? 

ar. After them! nay, before them, it we can: 

Now by my Hand, Lords, twas a glorious Day. 

St, Alban's Battel won by famous Terk, 

Shall beeterniz'd in all Age to come. 

Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to Londen all, 

And more ſuch Days as theic to us befall. [ Exec? 
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